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CHATEAU DTF
At first there is nothing but rock 
and sunlight piercing the water.
Then the sleek, beautiful boys 
diving and warming themselves
on the rocks just below me.
A faint breath of stones
rises from the core of the island.
I grow luminous in this naked light 
and my white dress falls away.
I remember the imprint 
their bodies left,
birds circling the s tubborn  tower, 
and the slow lapping of water.
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HEAT WAVE
The killing sun is setting. We leave our withered
horses, our windless, stone-dry wheat,
to come to these lawns, these galleries,
where Nick and N ora  and stiff-legged Asta hang
from the sky. O ur children are slumped on the grass
like empty jackets. A lung of cicadas
rattles.
How green we are. How sun 
through the elm leaves greens us. How sun 
through the windows of celadon vases
greens us. The saxes and trumpets are bleating,
The clays of a thousand years tremble, 
regather.
Oh Nora. Oh Nick with your whiskey, 
your ascot, your eye swelling now 
like the m oon from a hundred miles; 
give us your clear-headed glances.
Skim over our bodies like rain.
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AND NOW THE MILKCOW
A n d  n o w  the mi lkc ow
at  t he  end  o f  her  t e t he r
has  go ne  crazy,
heelfl ies in s w a r m  a f t e r  s w a r m
ove r  a n d  u n d e r  a n d  i nto
every  sof t  spo t  on  her  body ,
her  eyes t he  eyes o f  a n  idiot ,
n o w  flat,  n o w  c ros sed ,  n ow  rol l ing,
her  tai l  sw i t ched  d o w n  to  a s t ub ,
each  nos t r i l  a  f la r ing  o f  th i ck  m u c u s
f l ecked w i th  foam .
An  o m e n ,  A n n a  calls it, 
the  end o f  he r  wet  d i s h towe l  
like a  bu l lwh i p  pop p in g .
Yet  in sp i te  o f  t he  t owel ,
in spi te  o f  t he  s o ap w ee d  po t
I set t o  s m ok in g ,
the  flies keep  c o m i n g  on,
unt i l  u n t y in g  t he  rope  f r o m  the  t e t h e r  p in
1 lead the  m a d- ey e d  G u e rn se y
to the  deepe s t  hole  in the  p on d .
B lood f r o m  a h u n d r e d  p inhol e s
c louds  the  wa t e r ,
an d  t he  c o w  th r e shes  b l i ndly,
bawl ing ,  l unging ,  a t  last
fal l ing on  her  side,
her  u d d e r  on  its way  t o  s i nk ing
l eak ing  a  p ink  t o  pu rp l e  mi lk ,
her  large head  fo l l owing  und e r ,
as if c o n t e n t  t o  d r ow n .
6
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Anna there to see it all.
This is an omen, Jacob , she says, 
and like a marked m an 
looking to be clean 
1 throw the end of the rope 
to the center of the spot 
where the beast went down.
7
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THE WILD DUCKS FLOATING
The wild ducks floating
in the river now,
now diving under,
are Karl and W illiam,
there to wash the hom estead topsoil
from  their plow-weary skin.
Their shouts and laughter in the warm  air o f evening 
are like no o ther sounds on earth  I know  of, 
their bodies from  a distance 
dipping like the swift white fundam ents of birds.
They say the lark
has only five notes he can sing,
and thus for age on age has sung them ,
no question asked, no spread of scale,
no rash im provisation.
And though the ground we work
goes always up one row and dow n another,
we have the boundless gift
of hum an sound. Just listen to  it, A nna,
no two syllables ever quite the same:
release in the th roats o f our boys,
in the th roats  of K arl and of W illiam,
washing themselves
to be m ore of themselves
dow nstream .
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Dennis M. Dorney
CANTER THE AWKWARD BODY
Dwarfish tents have begun to push 
from my daughter’s tight chest.
Her questions tail-off now, sullen.
Borrowing from a genealogy of part-tim e fathers, 
good with our hands, but frozen to lies,
I drum  home swaggering recitals 
of myself at eleven, lopsided with respect.
Fiddling at the buttons on my shirt, she nods.
At camp, horses are best.
She claims to know their manes
possess no nerves, her tugging cannot bruise them;
not like that woman who screamed
from my bed and wheeled away to an ambulance,
leaving behind her knots of tightly braided blood.
Or the samplers of moans, staccato whispers
I carried home from the bars,
the ones who pressed pills
in my daughter’s hand for school.
Yes, the horses, those lathered clocks, 
angling around burnt summer hills, 
past abandoned cars with weeds matted flat 
to rear seats, surging their roughest wind 
at the bite of my child’s riding switch.
Above such barrel an ointment pulls
down her body, kissing their brown, slick hides.
If she was just someone else, anyone else . . .
The stable hand with his broken face 
places a boot on the rail.
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WEDDING ANNIVERSARY WITH FISH
On the dais, above tuxedoes and orchids 
clutching shoulders, sounds grow thin.
They escort you from a heavy curtain, 
nightgown still warm, sleep peeking 
from your m outh  like mice.
You have no plan, no notion of direction, 
there’s only the m icrophone and light 
extracting into pureness of light.
Stories they expect begin in bed, 
cats on a satin coverlet, a husband 
motionless as grease on garage cement.
He looks out from a print on the dresser 
holding a string of silver trout.
Can you explain the freezing of that lake, 
the view from under the boat, how your lips 
shredded against his constant reeling— 
how he buried them after the photograph?
You want more sleep, light and its bunting 
hurts your eyes. This crowd wants to know 
more than  you understand. Even as you squeeze 
the pistolgrip into five barks of marriage, 
his hand still tightens on your breast 
like an iron flower closing.
If there was mud you would dig a hole for him, 
would brick these windows and vents 
until oxygen turned precious as dark  water, 
bodies bloating to the surface, in love.
10
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I have tried a dozen ways
to say these things,
and have failed: how the moon
with its bruises
climbs branch upon branch
through the empty tree;
how the cool November dusk,
like a wind, has blown
these old gray houses up
against the darkness;
and what these things
have come to mean to me
without you. I raked the yard
this morning, and it rained
this afternoon. Tonight,
along the shiny street,
the bags of leaves,
wet-shouldered
but warm in their skins,
are huddled together, close,
so close to life.
Patricia G oedicke
ENTERING THE GARDEN
As you are climbing the path  between the two fields,
Threading your way upwards, am ong  the yellow and red flowers,
You see her smiling, waving and urging you on
And suddenly you’re afraid: entering the garden to  be pho tographed , 
Finally exposed, the secret of your true self 
Revealed to everyone, nervous Narcissa caught
In the plain m irror  of a sister’s eye,
Of course you are uneasy: what if the cam era should see 
Something it should not see? Really, this is too naked
And too fast: the tru th  lies only betw een  moments,
Or so you say to yourself, holding your breath, listening to it 
In the wet cave of the lungs hover, hesitate,
In stillnesses only you have experienced:
Nevertheless you agreed to this, you try
To appear comfortable, you arrange yourself and sit down
As naturally  as possible, giving her your brightest smile 
You stare back at your accomplice, the young w om an  crouched behind the 
tripod
With the black sheaf of her hair trailing its loose fingers
Over the high cheekbones and a round  the glass eye 
Of the camera she hides behind, strange five legged bird 
Tap tapping at the pale window of a day
You look anxiously out of, aware only of your own 
Possible reflection in the sm ooth  platter of the lens 
Opposite  you, the dazzling twin countenance
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You would not disturb for anything, you wait to be shown 
Not only yourself, but the world trapped in your m ind’s eye,
Imagining your own image in the concentric glass circles
Of the air that cages you, bewitched, sitting there like a lump
Still as a statue, unable to move
One inch for fear of losing the live face
You put on so carefully this morning, but what is this waxy trance,
This artificially still pallor? One slightest touch 
Could utterly change the picture, could break you
And the camera too, into jittering jigsaw pieces,
And you know it, but this is not nature m orte, the streaming 
Corruscating surface of things moves constantly
And to catch it so must she, with her forehead like snow on the mountain, 
Peacefully, draping her tall body nonchalantly 
All over the camera like a bolt of fine cotton,
For though she is only human, though even those luminous cheeks 
Can wrinkle themselves into the ugly cross hatches of the shadow 
Of ordinary petulance, of everyday cranky complaints,
Right now she is willowy, the white sail of her smile 
Swoops out over her supple frame as if she were a mast 
Leaning and bending with you, over a genial sea,
And little by little you let go, slowly you begin 
N ot quite fogetting yourself, but at least
Noticing other things, sunlight coming and going like minnows
Flickering over the sparse grass, the gawky arthritic sticks 
Of flowering mesquite, the fringed peppertrees swaying,
The little pungent blossoms shivering,
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Sprinkling the whole valley with their white spiciness 
Until you begin to move too, to speak to her at last,
Even, cautiously, to look outside the garden,
And instantly the spell is broken, in a shimmer of crystal,
That spell that was of death, the dead center, the I,
Is shattered now, in a hundred leaping prisms,
Suddenly you look at the far mountains 
With her, the camera begins to click
Faster and faster, tap tapping at your head as if there were nobody at home
Which there probably isn’t, but even if you have fled 
Eerily, to the bottom of the next river,
What may not happen, from moment to moment,
In the swift current speckled, among the fragmented forms flowing 
Through ribbons of light and shadow, matter in waves like water,
The entire tight knot of your being may splinter
Into a thousand tiny freckles scattered
Over the shaggy marigolds, twigs from the trees, nasturtiums,
Seeds in the air, your friend’s feet, even the black ants on the ground,
So that now, finally, your held breath may relax,
Light as the chill breezes of morning coming and going 
But painfully also, almost too transparent
And too excruciatingly fine for comfort,
Flashing in and out like the thin leaves of the peppertrees 
Over the glass ladder of day, the scales that have fallen shining.
14
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LIVING NORTH OF YACHATS, WEST OF FRIENDS
fo r  M elinda
D ays were lush with  bo r ing  intensity  
w alking the sand afte r  high tide 
the one great d r if tw ood  hulk  m oving  
fu r the r  and  fu r th e r  d o w n  the beach.
S om etim es  I w ould  leave the d o o r  
open  all n ight,  ra in  da rk en in g  
the concre te  w alkw ay, m ois ten ing  
my carpet.  I could  only write letters 
a f te r  m idnight,  sam e message in every on e—
“ I’m all to o  a lone in this one, bu t d o n ’t w rite b ack .” 
W alk ing  ou ts ide  in my slippers 
I par ted  the herd  of  rh o d o d e n d ro n s  
look ing  n o r th  then  sou th  for  headlights 
placed the envelopes in the wet m etal box.
A nd jogg ing  back inside I’d face 
the b a th ro o m  m ir ro r  I’d covered 
with my blue jacke t  where I learned 
to b rush  my teeth , shave and  live w ith o u t  it.
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D avid Long
ALEX’S FIRE
A late steamy afternoon on the cramped beach behind M endelssohn’s 
Bathhouse. The squealing children have disappeared into hot station wagons 
or pedalled standing up over the hill on fat-tired bikes, and we are left with the 
buzz of a last water skier from the far end of this stale lake. M iss W halom , the 
dwarf steamer, loiters at her moorings nearby. Alex watches the lovers who sit 
on a gummy picnic table at the edge of the canopy. The boy is older than we 
are, nineteen maybe, the girl our age but unlike the chilly tennis-playing types 
we’ve taken out this summer. Her hair is long and swept up into a lacquered 
swirl, which is only now beginning to release a few dark  strands for her to 
brush away. Her suit is a green-striped two-piece that balloons in front as she 
leans forward, smoking, rubbing the boy’s leg with her small white hand. It is 
nothing they do outright, only the intimacy of the touch, the way they seem to 
feel secluded by the corner of moist shade cast by the bathhouse. We are 
desperate for experience, but the desire and the patience in their look shrink 
us. We’re stranded between the two chunks of time that make up our lives.
In a month I’ll take the train south for my last year of boarding school, and 
Alex, who has been away and come home, will enroll in our tow n’s high school 
for his senior year and begin laboring through its offerings, after school 
running errands and hosing off cars in the back lot of the Ford dealership 
where his father manages to stay employed. Alex has worked at three jobs this 
summer, each one automotive. I’m accustomed to looking for him in cluttered 
backstreet garages—places like Lloyd’s Radiator Shop—and I’m no longer 
surprised when men like Lloyd glance up darkly from their work and tell me 
Alex went out earlier and never came back. He has no particular talent for 
fixing things, even less for discerning what’s wrong with them. He has yet to 
figure out that the bond between young men and cars is not absolute. His skin 
is pallid, chronically oil-stained in the pores of his hands. He drives a m aroon 
Mustang with dealer plates—not ideal since the car can’t be modified, but it’s 
easy enough. His talk is laced with words like glasspacks, hemis, 427s. They 
excite him. This is a difference between us: he loves the car, I like the feel of
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driving. Pointless solitary rides th rough back-country  Massachusetts, the 
stone walls and fields whizzing by, the radio beating out harsh new songs by 
Eric Burden, the Stones, against which I sing almost fluently. But I have no 
keen interest in the artistry of engines or in pacing off the thick, still-warm tails 
of rubber on the road behind Alex’s house.
We are not so different to  look at, two nondescript seventeen-year-olds, 
limp brownish hair brushing the tops of our ears, shagging longer over our 
foreheads. Neither of us is unblemished or physical enough to pass for a 
lifeguard, or eccentric enough to draw an interested stare. We blend in all too 
easily. I am the one with black glasses (one bow wrapped in white athletic 
tape), Alex the one with the long, almost horsey face, the one who is slow to 
smile these days, who walks with his shoulders bunched and his hands balled 
in loose fists.
When it’s time to leave the beach and enter M endelssohn’s yeasty changing 
rooms, Alex shuns the lovers. Beyond the bathhouse lies W halom  Park , an 
oasis of aging rides and attractions, part carny, part good family 
entertainment. F rom  where we stand, the sun can be seen blasting th rough the 
roller coaster’s webbing of white-washed struts and crossbeams. It’s a big one, 
beautiful in its way, a kind of landm ark. Every night a line straggles back from 
its ticket window, people holding pale blue sno-cones, jok ing  and bragging, 
and a few staring up with something like awe as the gears tick the cars’ ascent 
to the highest tier, followed by a cascade of screams as regular as breakers at 
the shore. Every few years we hear that someone has been throw n from it and 
killed, but they’ve broken the rules and they’re nobody we know.
Then Alex stops abruptly  and grabs my arm , waving his free hand in an 
arc tha t takes in the whole roller coaster.
“See tha t ,” he tells me in a voice both calm and riled. “ I’m going to burn  that 
thing dow n.”
Every night after dark  there were crowds, up on the bright midway and 
down on the street where the back of the park met the lake. In the distance a 
few white lights burned at camps on the far shore. Alex and I worked our way 
down the sidewalk th rough  the clusters of girls perched on parked cars, on the 
railing, hunched on the curb. D ow n from a fried clam place on one end, past a
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bar and an open-faced Skeeball palace, past M am a Castiglio’s, past the 
dancehall called Roseland, past the last fluorescent-lit soft ice cream stands to 
the dark area under the roller coaster protected by hurricane fence.
Then back.
The sidewalks were patrolled by local toughs, some alone in their 
immaculate black leather, picking through the foot traffic, alert for something 
to take issue with; others with the red lettering of the R Y D ER S club on their 
denim jackets, gathering among the bikes outside the White Horse bar, then 
scattering into the crowd. Alex knew a few, by name at least, and once as we 
lingered with one called Angie, Alex said, Here, feel, and pressed my hand to 
the back of Angie’s jacket where I felt a huge knife tucked into his belt. Angie 
looked off above us and said there was going to be trouble later. If there was, I 
never saw it and I never wanted to. Sometimes Alex wore his own leather 
jacket (actually a kind of vinyl) but nobody mistook him for that breed of 
roving anger.
I see myself in lock-step with Alex, drifting through snatches of music, yells 
from passing cars, mad laughter carrying down from the park—some human, 
some canned and broadcast from a tattered dummy outside the Fun House. 
As he talked of other things, I dwelled secretly on the act he’d vowed to 
perform. I measure who I was by what I didn’t think of. I had no thought of 
what would happen afterward: I didn’t picture the police picking through the 
charred wood, or the insurance adjusters, or the owners and their rage, or the 
barricades families would drive past, slowly, pointing fingers. N or did I 
wonder why Alex had chosen the roller coaster—was it only that it was so 
bright and visible? Nor do I remember saying to myself This is rotten, though I 
must have had my doubts. I only imagined, as Alex must have, the flames 
that would dart like excitement through the old wood, rising tier to tier, until 
the night sky was blasted with a light he’d never forget, a light of his own 
making.
We paused across from Roseland and drank Cokes in huge paper cups full 
of crushed ice. Alex stopped a girl he thought he knew from the beach, or 
maybe from the counter at Friendly’s, or maybe from another night along 
here. She had long straight hair made white and lusterless by peroxide and 
indolent hours in the sun. She wore a m an’s blue button-down shirt, tails out, 
and cut-off jeans dappled by Clorox.
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“You want to go for a ride?” Alex said.
“Where to?” the girl said—or maybe she said she had a friend waiting, or 
maybe she was savvy enough to snap, “Whatcha got?”
Nothing would happen beyond this, we all knew it. A light hand on the 
shoulder, endless fractions of talk. My attention wandered uncontrollably to 
the dancehall across the street.
When my folks went out to dance, it was to the country club. I see them 
standing in the foyer, my father showered and suffused with witch hazel, his 
tux newly pressed, my mother in her long quiet dress trying aloud to persuade 
herself she’ll survive the evening’s clamor. They’ll return not long after 
midnight. Most likely I’ll have just gotten in and will be sitting on the edge of 
the bed, the lights out. My father’s voice will drift under the door, buoyant 
from Scotch and a few sociable hours among his equals. My mother will 
sound fatigued, resentful. Never again, I’ll hear her say, as I lie back, trapped a 
while longer in protective custody.
But there before me stood Roseland: a long frame building sheeted in 
painted tin on which there was a great furled rose and lettering in a script that 
said Roseland had survived from the park’s more genteel beginnings, into this 
present-day noise and gaudiness so strangely attractive to me. Downstairs was 
the bar, upstairs the dance floor. From the sidewalk I could see the dancers 
sweep by rows of windows, speckled with darts of colored light from the 
spinning mirror near the bandstand. Sometimes they stepped onto the 
balcony and looked for a moment over the lake or down at all of us, from 
whose ranks they had once come, then disappeared inside. They were 
beautiful in their bright tight clothes, in the sweaty flow of fast dancing and 
drinking and being so unashamedly in the prime of their lives.
I should say this about Alex: he lied. Not once, dramatically, but habitually, 
as if his life had come to depend on doses of it. I hated to admit it because he 
had been my friend and sometimes confidant since grade school, and because 
it was needless and transparent. He wasn’t one of those drifty kids who lies 
because he can’t keep anything straight in his mind, nor was he any more 
devious by nature than the rest of us; it was just that we couldn t trust what he
29
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said he did outside our circle of friends.
On summer evenings we played music in a built-over shed down behind 
Alex’s house. We were joined by our friend Owen who played a Hofner base 
(left-handed, McCartney-style), and by Fritz, who hunched behind his partial 
set of drums, always ahead of the beat so that even slow songs scampered 
toward the end. And some nights Jody, Owen’s lovely vulgar sixteen-year-old 
sister, would come too, jumping at a legitimate excuse to get out of the house. 
Were it not for the fact she’d always seemed more like a sister to me, 1 might 
have driven myself nuts lusting after her. It was the same way for Alex.
Alex was our leader, our director and arranger and singer. He got us an 
occasional job  at somebody’s barn party in Ashby or Townsend. His voice 
was fair enough when he relaxed, but his falsetto leaked air like a split reed, 
and he liked to sneer the words in a way I thought was corny. He favored 
three-chord songs like Hang On S loopy  or ones he’d written himself, which 
were thin on melody and rhymed only in the sense that most of the lines ended 
in . . . girl. But the quality of his voice ended up not mattering much because 
he played his guitar too loud. Owen and I would have to keep turning ours up, 
then Alex would nudge his up, and soon the songs were instrumentals.
One night after we’d stopped— our ears exhausted by the sheer weight of the 
noise we’d made, our fingers unable to come up with anything we hadn’t 
played already twice over—-Alex dug around in a drawer by the turntable and 
produced an unlabelled 45 record and held it up to us proudly.
“This just came in the mail,” he said. “ It’s that group I was in up at school.”
He hovered over it as it played, head cocked to the spinning disc as if it filled 
his mind with glamorous memories of the recording studio. Unfortunately, 
the song was old, one of those reverberating space-age numbers done by 
groups like The Ventures. In fact, it was The Ventures, no doubt about it. He 
must have found a remaindered copy and soaked the paper label off.
“Tha t’s you, huh?” Jody  said.
“Sure,” Alex said. “ Me and others.”
Jody made a face. I don’t know what Owen thought, but we kept our 
mouths shut. Maybe I thought he was entitled to his illusions. F rom  time to 
time there were stories about prodigious tender-hearted girls from the 
teachers’ college, stories of high-speed chases late at night, Alex’s ass saved at 
the last by his hot car, his cunning, his instinct for backwoods geography. As
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truth , his tales were hard to swallow, given what we knew about Alex 
f irsthand— unless somehow there was another  Alex inside, who only came out 
in the world away from us. As fantasies, they were too tame and predictable to 
capture our awe. When we were in a group I let them blow by like a bad smell. 
When it was just the two of us— as it often was, since we had the long-time 
habit of killing time together— he was more restrained. Maybe I seemed less 
gullible by nature, but more likely he felt some unspoken respect for the 
allegiance we had made, and maybe a little fear that it would— would have to 
be— broken.
So what did I believe? Did I think he meant to send the roller coaster up in 
flames— not a boast or a figure of speech or an outright falsehood, but actual 
premeditated arson, something criminal and assinine? The more I thought 
about that recent a fternoon at Mendelssohn’s, remembering Alex’s reddened 
eyes uplifted into the lowering sun that made the roller coaster look like it was 
already on fire, the more the answer was yes , passionately, despite the lying, 
despite everything. As we drove home one night I told him, “You know, you 
do n ’t have to prove anything to me.”
“Sure, yeah, 1 know tha t ,” he answered after a long pause. “1 just wanted 
you to know about it. You’re my guarantee.”
1 worked on a framing crew that summer. Good experience, my father said, 
meaning (he elaborated often) that 1 would know how a house was put 
together and would not be cheated by a shoddy builder in later life, and 
meaning further (he did not say) that 1 would see what it was like to work with 
my hands since he had every intention of seeing to it that I would have a choice 
about it. 1 held the job  that summer (and two more) though 1 neither loved the 
work nor hated its drudgery. It was only—especially that year— a passage, 
and if I ever thought of quitting it was only after a day when the wood and the 
sun and my own hands fought me, a passing thought, one I would scarcely 
recall in the subdued air of the next morning. And if I had yearned to quit, if I 
ever happened to think it was my right, I would not have given in to that urge, 
partly out of fear of not living up to my father’s version of me, partly because I 
knew it was a passage and that stepping out of it would put me smack against a
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reality I w asn’t ready yet to face.
But Alex had quit or been fired three times in three m onths ; I have no idea 
w hat his fa ther had to say ab o u t  it. Rex was a big, s lope-shouldered  T exan  
whose d iscom fort at being s tranded  in New England for tw enty  years was 
dulled by b o u rb o n  and by the long-term  lethargy of a du ll ing job . He probab ly  
said very little. The fact was, A lex’s m o the r  kept the family afloat. She ran  a 
travel agency in F itchburg  and  had a solid grip on the business-trip m arket, 
occasionally lapsing into guided tours  she directed herself. She was not 
exactly a tiny w om an, but the clarity of her features and the insistent Old 
Boston snap of her voice m ade the con tras t  with her husband  all the m ore 
glaring. Divorce was still rare enough  then to be considered evidence of  some 
significant failure, so people like Alex’s folks mostly  stayed toge ther  and  let 
their  fires smolder.
F o r  a few days the previous spring, Alex and  1 had been hom e from  school 
at the same time. T hough  it was called spring break, there were still is lands of 
corn  snow in the yards and  the sky hung  low over ou r  heads with a terrific 
dreariness. His m o the r  had taken  a g roup  of co m p an y  wives to M exico City 
(or maybe M artin ique— someplace with sun), which left Rex nom inally  in 
com m and  of the household . I was there late tha t  S a tu rday ,  engrossed in 
serious talk with Alex. Rex appeared  now and  then in a w orn  pa th  between 
the d o o r  to the room  he called his office and  the bar  at the end o f  the kitchen 
counter, looking up from  his slouch as he passed by, ready it seemed to share 
some drink ing  m a n ’s wisdom  with us, but settling fo r  a soft nod  of the  head, 
acknow ledgm ent of how far ou r  d ow nbea t  presence was from  any true sons of 
his, red-blooded Texas boys he could th row  his arm s a ro u n d  and  bullshit with 
all night long.
The reason for our conference was th a t  Alex had d ro p p ed  out o f  school and 
needed my help in explain ing it. The tru th  was th a t  he ju s t  c o u ld n ’t cope with 
it anym ore  but the tru th  d id n ’t sound  like an  exp lana tion . T h o u g h  he might 
have just  gone in tha t night and  said it plainly to his fa th e r— who surely would 
have recognized a kindred ou tlook  in his so n — there was no t rad it ion  of  such 
talk in tha t  family; besides, R ex ’s sym pathy  would  have carried  no weight.
We were huddled on the couch  near the k itchen’s open fireplace, ta lk ing  the 
problem  a ro u n d  in circles, when the night to o k  a new turn . T he d o o r  s lam m ed 
open and Alex s m o the r  appeared , A m erican  T ouris te r  in hand , her gray-
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flecked ringlets drooping and wet, a pained yet eager look on her face. 
Without a word to us she marched into the office where Rex had whiled away 
a major chunk of his married life lost in Shotgun News. I remember perfectly 
what she called him: You slug. She elaborated in detail, her voice prodding 
him like a sharp stick. He had failed to leave a car for her at the airport as 
specified in careful arrangements. He had no doubt let it slip his mind. Alex 
watched the sputtering fire, head on knees. From the other room Rex offered 
no defense.
“Listen,” I told Alex, lamely, “you’ll come up with something.”
Alex kept his mouth shut and I left wondering what he’d say when he 
couldn’t put it off any longer, how he could make it look like something he had 
no responsibility for. I envied him neither his mother’s angry attention, nor his 
father’s sloppy charade of surprise and disappointment, nor the 
understanding, surely taking shape in his mind, that he was—in one rattled 
embodiment— both  of them. In the end, he returned to school that spring, 
finished the year and waited for the counselor to do the dirty work.
You might imagine Alex asking me into his plans, the corner of his mouth 
squeezing into a look that’s less than a smile, the look of a card player who can 
no longer quite hide his estimation of the night’s luck. Or picture us as we 
circle the park discussing in the privacy of the Mustang such details as timing, 
gaining access to the understructure, whether gasoline or kerosene would do 
the better job. Or hear Alex sharing his misgivings with me. It would be 
wrong: Alex said nothing.
In fact, for several weeks I hardly saw him. Then one night Owen and I 
drove out to Alex’s, accompanied by Jody, who sprawled in back, filling the 
car with her mentholated smoke and her obscenely comic commentary on 
what she saw beyond the window.
Alex was down in the shed, his guitar so loud he didn’t hear us come. Jody 
stopped at the door, which had a sort of porthole window, and waved to us.
“Look, look!” she said.
Alex was alone, the guitar slung below his belt where he beat at it, stiff­
armed, savage. He’d taken off his shirt and we could see the sores on his back 
as he humped and shook in front of the wavy mirror on the wall. His left hand 
had stopped making chords and was gripping the guitar as if it were a wild 
hose.
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Jody started laughing her coarse husky laugh, the braids flopping across 
her chest like two weathered rope ends. She made her face long and serious 
and shook her hips like Alex. Owen and I couldn’t help laughing too, though 
in a moment 1 turned away and walked to the car, halfway ashamed of myself.
It was several summers later (at a party before her wedding, both of us lit by 
champagne and the pleasure of the occasion) that I learned what had given 
Jody’s mockery of Alex its edge. Of all of us, Jody—at fifteen, then sixteen— 
was the only one who took her sexuality with anything like an open mind, the 
only one who really enjoyed  it. Unlike her brother who was habitually 
cautious, ever-aware of his role as the oldest male in the family, she dealt with 
her appetites and curiosities with a bright willfulness, which had once, earlier 
that summer, brought her into an encounter with Alex, a walk on the ridge 
overlooking town, which in turn had progressed from two near-siblings 
shooting the breeze on a warm summer night, to Jody’s sudden desire to lie 
down with him in the long grass. Alex had failed her. He had fidgeted atop 
her. half-dressed, antic and humorless for a long time, then red-faced and 
groaning (in fact, an exact replica of the act he was staging for the benefit of 
the shed’s mirror, so that Jody’s imitation of him was not as he was in the shed, 
but as he had been, up there in the grass with her). He’d stood abruptly then, 
crying, and run from her, down the hill toward the lights of the houses, leaving 
Jody to pick up his shirt and one of his boots and walk slowly after him— 
though not for a while, she said, because it was a nice starry night and she was 
in no particular hurry.
Then it was Labor Day weekend, the end of summer, though that year it 
came in the midst of a fierce hot spell. For days there had been no trace of the 
wind that came in from the Atlantic, moderating the afternoons, cooling the 
evenings. Saturday was my last day of work. I said my simple farewells, came 
home, showered, letting the water run cold on my sunburn, changed into fresh 
jeans and sat on the back porch with my father listening to the Red Sox game 
on his transistor radio. He had taken to offering me a Ballantine Ale now and 
then, so I drank with him, the long branches of the willow hanging still, a 
fragile dusty feeling in the light around us. It was the second game of a twi-
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nighter and the Sox were already falling behind.
“They’ll pull it ou t,” I said.
“Those heartbreakers,” my father said.
All sum m er I had worked and cleaned up and gone out, and for once, at the 
end of it, I felt no restlessness. It was a happy moment, the kind you wish you 
could seed your life with, but which is instead an extract, something distilled 
and rare.
Into that soft hour Alex appeared around  the corner of the garage, hands in 
pockets.
“Well, Alex,” my father said. “ H ow ’s the world treating you?” his irony 
subdued by the time of day to a point below Alex’s threshold. Actually, my 
father had never cared for Alex, often referring to him as that jerk .
“OK, I guess,” Alex said, standing awkwardly between us.
My father nodded. A burst of cheering rose from the radio then died away 
but he seemed to pay no attention.
“You boys have hot dates tonight?” my father asked.
“There’s a dance down at the P a rk ,” Alex said.
I looked at my father. “ I better go,” I said, though I could have stayed there 
easily enough, and in a way I wish I had.
My father nodded again as I stood. He touched my arm  and said, “ Have a 
good time,” then added, “ Use your sm arts .”
Alex did have a hot date. Once we were on the road his excitement began to 
show. He drove slower than  he had to, the M ustang cruising along in 
restrained bursts as he talked, not at me but toward the windshield. We 
climbed the hill that  separated our town from W halom, and from its sloping 
ridge we saw the last color of sunset smeared across the horizon, and below it 
in a bowl, the pa rk ’s flashy neon, reflections of each trapped together on the 
surface of the lake.
Her name was F ran  and she was a secretary at the Ford  dealership. Twice in 
the last week, Alex proclaimed, he had aced out all the salesmen for her 
attention. He’d taken her to the drive-in movie.
“She know how old you are?” I asked him.
“Sure, hell,” Alex said. Then in a minute he said, “W hat difference does it 
make?”
He downshifted past the driving range and rounded the corner tha t brought
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us to  the park , slowed at the traffic circle by the roller coaster , hold ing  his 
hands together  at the top  of the wheel, peering up at the string of cars ra tt l ing  
by above us.
He said som eth ing  like, “This could be the n ight.” It was the k ind o f 
s ta tem ent he often m ade, vague enough  in its prom ise  to  m ean  every th ing  or 
nothing. O r maybe he d id n ’t say any th ing  ju s t  then  and  w ha t I rem em ber  is the 
peculiar expectan t way he seemed: cool on  the outside, jazzed  up inside.
We drove past the park  to  the house where A lex’s da te  lived with a n o th e r  
girl. Cars were pulled up on the lawn and  music poured  th ro u g h  the screen 
door. We waded into the middle o f  a party , a few couples danc ing  in the pastel 
beaverboard  living room , o thers  s traggling into the kitchen d r in k in g  beer 
from  plastic mugs. I trailed Alex th ro u g h  the house  as he searched fo r  a 
familiar face, then out the back d o o r  where he found  F r a n ’s ro o m m a te  ta lk ing  
with a guy s traddling  a big, low-slung m otorcycle  he had cran k ed  up  to  a high 
whine.
“W here’s F ran?” Alex said.
The girl looked at him distantly , try ing to  hear.
“ F ran?” Alex said.
“She isn’t here?” the girl said. “ She was here before .”
The bike’s ow ner eased off the handle. He seemed to  be listening for 
som ething and paid us no a tten tion .
“She was going to  the dance  with m e,” Alex said.
“ Yeah,” the girl said. “She went to  the d ance .”
“ She was going with m e,” he said. “ I was going to  pick her u p .”
“O h ,” F ra n ’s ro o m m ate  said. “ I d o n ’t know  then. M aybe she was going  to 
meet you .”
“ Sure, yeah ,” Alex said.
The girl smiled. “T h ere ’s a keg in the s ink ,” she said.
Alex walked off, not back th ro u g h  the house but a ro u n d  the outside, 
scraping th ro u g h  some d a rk  bushes to where the M u s tan g  was parked . He got 
in and sat behind the wheel as if th a t  was the place to  do  his best th ink ing . He 
smoked one of his Luckies and  said n o th ing  for a m inute ,  then  flicked the 
burn ing  cigarette out into the darkness  and  revved up his engine. As we pulled 
out to  go looking for F ran ,  the ro o m m a te  shot past on  the back o f the 
motorcycle, her bare  arm s c lu tched a ro u n d  the m a n ’s body, her ha ir
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streaming out behind her in our headlights like a vapor trail.
They had blocked off the street, above the clam bar on one end, at the traffic 
circle by the roller coaster at the other. The band played from a flat bed parked 
outside Roseland, a g roup  from  Boston w ho’d m ade it big enough to have a 
hit record everyone remembers, but not so big as to escape playing fairs and 
street dances. They were bored and buried their boredom  under volume, 
which made it so they cou ldn’t hear each other, but nobody seemed to mind. A 
ring of people stood in front of the stage, two or three deep. Dancers spilled 
out into the road in either direction and behind them others milled along the 
sidewalk at the edge of the lights.
Roseland was dark  upstairs. A bouncer stood in the doorw ay of the bar 
below, and you could see past him to a few of the regular Satu rday  night 
patrons holding their beer cans at their bellies as they checked the action 
outside for a m om ent, then drifted back to the dark  interior.
Alex went abou t looking for his date.
“So w hat’s she look like?” I asked.
Alex became very serious. “ Real good-looking,” he said. “Sort of dark  red 
hair. Looks kind of like A nn-M argre t only with glasses.”
We split off th rough  the crowd. 1 worked my way to the back, hoping I 
w ouldn’t see anyone of that description. The last thing I wanted was to tell him 
I’d seen his hot date being led away by one of the R Y D E R S , or to pretend I’d 
seen nothing and watch Alex go on making a fool of himself. The crowd was 
mostly strangers, dotted by a few faces 1 knew, people I saw that sum m er 
along the edge of the park and never again. No Fran.
Once in a while I could see Alex skirting the ring of dancers, stopping and 
squinting then moving off against the grain. More than  ever the night seemed 
like a maze, and I marvel now that we could go into it each time with our  hope 
unblunted, believing we’d suddenly see its design and make it th rough to  the 
far side.
Just before the band broke, 1 ran into Jody  who had shed a blind date, and 
we danced. She looked wonderful and I had a strong pang of wishing we 
weren’t so much like family. Still, it was nice holding her in the midst of the 
noise and the drifting salty smells. I realized that the longing I had felt so often 
that sum m er was quiet; a peace came over me, a return to the feeling I’d sensed 
earlier that night sitting with my father (in the gloaming , as he called it), amid
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the clipped grass and the soft straining of the lawn chairs and the quick 
lacework of the swallows above us. Even if the night had not turned out as it 
did under the spell of another mood entirely— 1 might have remembered it 
anyway.
When the music stopped I could no longer see Alex. Jody took my arm and 
walked with me up the blacktop to the midway and sat on a bench opposite the 
shooting gallery. The families were mostly gone at that hour, the crowd 
reduced to packs of boys in jeans and T-shirts, to couples drifting from one 
attraction to the next, to a few older men wandering wherever there seemed to 
be something going on.
Jody told me what a cretin her date had been. 1 sympathized. Then she 
stood puckishly and said, “Aren’t you going to take me on the rollercoaster?” 
1 didn’t want to. For one thing, just the mention of it made me think of Alex 
again and with that came a shot of dread. I would’ve liked to have pulled Jody 
back to the bench and told her about him, but telling it would have conjured 
an image of him I knew would be wrong. For another thing, 1 didn’t want to 
admit to her that in all my seventeen years, I’d never been on the rollercoaster 
and was honestly reluctant to do so now.
“Come on,” Jody said. “ D on’t be an old fart.”
As we stood in line I heard the band start up again. 1 hoped Alex had given 
up his search and had gravitated to the front of the flatbed where he could 
study the guitar player’s hands. It was a reassuring thought. But as we moved 
onto the raised platform I caught sight of him darting across the midway. He 
ran from ride to ride, lurking at the exit gates, shading his eyes as he scanned 
the seats for Fran, his date, who was surely not in any of them.
Jody pulled my arm and we locked ourselves behind the bar and began to 
move up the long measured ascent away from Alex. Those moments remain 
an emblem of that night: the slow tick of the gears, the fading of heat and noise 
as we climbed, and the sight of Alex, seen over my shoulder. He’d come to rest 
on the blacktop below, arms dangling at his sides, the people from the last ride 
drifting clear of him so he stood alone, numb-looking, at the base of the 
roller coaster as we pulled steadily away. And then the corner, the tilt, the 
beginning of the momentum that made everything run together.
I didn t see him later. Jody and I danced, our feet scuffing lazily across the 
sandy tar until it was late, the crowd thinned to a few dozen. The park began to
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close. I offered Jo dy  a ride home, then remembered I d idn’t have a car. We 
walked along the lakefront,  past the barricades to the parking area outside 
Mendelssohn’s where Alex had left the Mustang.  I halfway expected to find it 
gone, but it was there, in the shadows,  and no sign of Alex—except the trunk 
was s tanding open.
So we waited a few minutes,  talking lightly, leaning against the car, only a 
few feet from where Alex and I had watched the lovers that  day. The air hung 
perfectly dead. Jody  moved in front of me and reached her hands in back of 
my neck and rubbed gently. The music had finished as we’d walked, 
supplanted by the t inny echo of  loudspeakers within the park, and now they 
cut off and there were only a few distant car horns and the sporadic clap of 
doors and the ringing of  gates shutt ing for the night. She kissed me. After 
what  went on between Jody  and Alex on the hill, you might think she was 
trying to stir me into action, but it was not that  at all only a wonderful,  time- 
filling kiss that  meant  nothing.
Then there were shouts and we broke from one another and looked back 
along the curved shore of  the lake and saw a plume of smoke rising into the 
lights.
“Someth ing’s burning! ’’ Jody  said, pulling away from Alex’s car. She ran 
ahead,  but I hesitated, confused for a moment  as 1 stared across the road at the 
roller coaster. It loomed up like a huge bulwark,  its white struts glowing with a 
dull luminance. The  fire was elsewhere, two hundred yards further down.
I caught up with J ody  and we ran together to where the dance had been and 
saw that  it was Roseland burning. Already flames had eaten a hole in the roof 
and were leaping out  in jagged bursts. Park employees ran down the blacktop 
runway and gathered in the street, joining the stunned beer drinkers who had 
hurried out  of the bar and others like us who had not quite left. The upstairs 
windows filled with color  as a section of ceiling caved in, then the glass 
suddenly blackened and imploded violently. In the distance now we could 
hear the whine of  approaching sirens.
Quickly the rest of the roof  was burning. As the heat grew, we backed away 
and waited against the railing by the water. Jody  was transfixed, her mouth 
open but soundless for once. All a round  us people were shaking their heads. 
No w onder , they said. W hat a fire trap . Deprived of its dancers and twirling 
mirrors it did seem rickety, more a decrepit warehouse than a place to
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celebrate.
I left her and tried to find my friend among the assembled faces, and having 
no luck there, backed farther away and made for the car. It was only then I saw 
him, collapsed against the hurricane fence, head down as if he’d been in a 
fight.
“Alex?” I said.
I expected to see blood streaming from his nose and lips, but when he 
looked up I saw he was sobbing. As I knelt I was overpowered by the smell of 
gasoline on him. I didn’t know what to think. It seemed for a moment that he 
might actually be responsible for what had happened. But it made no sense to 
me. I drew back, shaken. His face was ugly as he cried, barely recognizable.
“What did you do?” I said. "'Tell me .”
His shoulders shook, then were still. The streaks on his face shone in the 
fire’s quavering light.
“I didn’t do it,” Alex said. “I didn’t do anything.”
The fire trucks came to a gritty squalling stop in front of Roseland.
“Alex,” I said, touching him. “Tell me the truth.”
He looked into my eyes for a second, miserably, then past me at the halo of 
flames.
“Go away,” he said.
And I did.
A year later we barely knew each other. I have no good sense of the grown 
man Alex became, about whom only rumors reach me, and none of them 
decent. I remember him as he was that night, at seventeen: freshly brutalized 
by a glimpse at what his plans would come to. He had given me the truth: he’d 
done nothing at all. The dancehall had burned to the ground, but not by his 
hand, instead a victim of tattered wiring and neglect.
So I see how the fire mocked him that night. I see him crouched in the hot, 
litter-strewn crawl space under the roller coaster, one hour, then two, waiting 
for his moment to come to him. The two tartan Thermos jugs (hidden earlier 
in the Mustang’s trunk) lay empty beside him, the gasoline splashed on the 
undersides of the old supports, and some on his jeans. I see how he took the 
new butane lighter from his breast pocket, where it said A lex  in red script, and 
flipped it from hand to hand. He could hear the timbers straining overhead, 
the last cars roaring through the maze of track and wood, the screams bursting 
into the night, and then the silence, in which he could feel his heart beating 
rignt up in his throat as it finally dawned on him that either way, he couldn’t 
win.
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FEET
fo r  all the others
Where I lived they painted footprin ts  
on the sidewalks. W here people had been hit 
jaywalking, a line of white shoes 
would take a few steps and suddenly 
stagger into the street and stop 
at the single white X.
W here does everyone go when they leave 
and forget to say a conventional goodbye?
It doesn’t take a genius to  know 
you bury a big dressed-up piece of meat 
and later on you can look and see 
dirty clothes and a few bones.
This was the lesson for all of us 
to be careful and follow the rules.
I never wanted my name signed 
with footprin ts  and an X.
Now, these new ones show up.
They walk a round  all night 
looking for people they left behind.
Last spring, on a picnic supposed to 
renew what had gotten old and hateful, 
we saw a single print, a big one, 
in the center of a pasture.
It was as if someone had taken a giant 
one-legged hop and landed once in the middle. 
Then we realized it was one of those soft spots 
in the earth  where people go when they are tired 
and d o n ’t like each other anymore.
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AFTER THE GREAT RAIN
We tried rem em bering 
abou t roots, m u sh ro o m s— all over 
the place, bu t which ones?— 
leaves, feces, fire
made from  dam p  wood.
We breathed th a t  smoke
as if it would bring back the dead.
Left emptied, ou r  hands
fumbled for the braille 
on runes chiseled on rocks 
wedged like m arkers 
in crevices high above the water  line.
You came for me in sleep 
p rodd ing  me with your  stories: 
listen for crows
when they reel from  the branches
of crowned birch. Their  calls 
lead you to hidden fields 
of berries just  ripe. Cross 
with salam anders  the long breast
of road  in darkness. Gold stripes 
rippling dow n their backs 
turn  incandescent, sm ouldering  
with the force of birth.
It m ay take everything yo u  have 
to reach fo r  that . —
T hough  I knew next m orn ing  
we would not m ake it th rough .
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D I N N E R  M U S I C
The tim e for  cas tra t ing  you n g  b o a r  pigs was very noisy. All the  squealing  and  
push ing  by the  you n g  pigs as they tried to  get aw ay  f ro m  the  m en  w ho  were 
ca tch ing  them . A nd  then  the  loude r  squealing  w hen  the  testicles were being 
cut out.
Even th o u g h  the  squealing  was terrible , the  dog  always s tood  by to ea t the  
testicles as the m en th rew  them  away.
W hen  the ca s tra t ing  was get ting  s ta r ted ,  the  boys stayed aw ay  because  the 
loud squealing  go t on  the ir  nerves. But they  knew the do g  was in the h oghouse  
ea ting  testicles, and  this m a d e  them  so cu r ious  th a t  a f te r  a while they w ould  go 
and  watch.
The  dog  s tood  next to  the  pen w ait ing  fo r  a f lying testicle tha t  the men th rew  
to him. He never missed. He m ade  it look  as easy as so m eo n e  w ho  is good  at 
ca tch ing  p o p co rn  in his m ou th .
L ater  w hen  the ca s tra t in g  was over  an d  the squealing  had  s topped ,  the boys 
tried to get the  do g  to  ca tch  d o g  biscuits the  w ay  he ca u g h t  testicles. But the  
dog  missed the  do g  biscuits m ost  o f  the  time.
D in n e r  music! shou ted  the oldest boy, an d  all the boys s ta r ted  squealing  
like pigs. T he  d o g  looked  at them  as if they were crazy, bu t he d id s ta r t  
ca tch ing  the do g  biscuits. C e rta in ly  no t because he was hungry ,  bu t p ro b ab ly  
ju s t  to  go a long  with the  boys’ game.
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THE REST OF MY LIFE
This pho to  carries sound or at least
one sound. Ernesto’s set his raccoon  overcoat dow n
by the liquor cart, and Jasm ine’s got her foot
on top like a big game hunter. Her own left h a n d ’s
ano ther  kill— draped  like a stole
over Mrs. Visconti’s shoulder. Even R a n d o lp h ’s
smiling, as if he doesn’t mind or doesn ’t notice
or enjoys being riddled by light
bounced off the cocktail glasses
as solid as artillery ricochet. A nd you rem em ber how
infrequently R ando lph  smiled. But here he’s
smiling. We were all so happy— the trophy ,
of course, and the first green April laceowork, and
more, though  even then it was inexpressible.
Anyway, maybe R an d o lp h ’s not smiling— the light 
pretty much eats everything. W e’d never 
meet as a group  again. The clearest th ing’s the corner. 
I d o n ’t even know the m an  in the corner.
Everyone’s actually blurry but him. It 
might have been Veronica’s overcoa t— you 
rem em ber Veronica’s overcoat? E verybody’s 
smeared, like white noise. I th ink  I’ll live 
the rest of my life with tha t  m an  in the corner, 
his fist so sharp
as it pounds on the tab le— a gavel, its sound.
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THE CRUCIFIXION
Angels never wept, but rose
quickly back to their places, afraid of being damned, 
and feeling too  guilty to say much about it.
I was with them then, starting a prayer,
but they were tired of being beautiful at the time
and hung still like so m any stars. The earth
repeated our quiet to itself a few times,
then suddenly went on dancing, like a speck in the eye.
There was no pity, and no doubt,
and when the dying came to us, in thousands, we turned them back.
I have never spoken of how the angels
dropped their gowns and disappeared like snow,
sick of their mourning. Breathing, holding their breaths,
they went down by themselves this time, looking for a man,
came back alone and would not speak.
I knew them well enough, but never asked
if the stories were all true. They left soon, acting sorrowful.
I know anyway tha t that day nothing shook: 
only a few leaves, as usual, left the branch.
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A ME N
T h e  clothes  o f  a sc a rec row 
sha ke  in a  wind  an d  are  lifted.
D rye r  t h a n  sunse t ,  s ca t t ered  a n d  lost  in a field.
Likewise,  I’m s h o o k  up  by the wind ,  a n d  w a l k  in to  it, 
s t reet  af te r  st reet  in this rain.  Like a p raye r ,
I fol low so m e o n e  I’ve never  me t ,  a few g lances back.
But I just spit  in the st reet  a n d  keep  walk ing,  
my ra inc oa t  s tuck  to  my  skin.
A n d  the b locks  fall by me  like f lowers in a p a r a d e ,  
and  the  w in do w s  fog up  a n d  the  faces o f  old w o m e n  vani sh.  
N o th in g  bu t  me,  s inging the  sadd es t  song  I ca n  th in k  of. 
A m e n  to the  wind  a n d  the  c rack ed  cu p  o f  m y  hands .
A m e n  to the  r o o m s  an d  the  r en te d  w o m e n ,  
a m e n  al so to  the  angels ,  f luff ing the i r  wings.
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ON HER FIRST TRIP, AN AIRLINE STEWARDESS 
STEPS OUT ON A BALCONY
She stands in her slip, 
a white figure cleaving the dark.
Washed stockings swim from her fingers 
loose on the muscles of breeze.
Broad and so clear, her face bends its stare 
to the light-fringed coiling of palms; 
looks away, dizzy, over streetlamps 
blinding as mirrors before the wild growth 
that mimes the wind, trying to talk.
The grey sliver might be a beach, 
its chime regular as the crickets.
But not having an ocean’s sound to compare, 
she hears the ocean and longs to go swimming, 
longs to go out. She’s arrived in the dark, 
knows no one who lives in these houses 
smeared and grey by the lamps 
they burn  to keep away thieves; 
nor that the ocean is two rivers meeting, 
the m uddy port at the end of the streets.
She stares at the lamps tha t float over the water, 
beyond the white furls that keep coming, 
w ithout coming close. W onders w hat could float. 
The silky trees churn, 
hum p over each other on the floodlit lawn.
She goes inside, washes her face.
T om orrow , she promises the perfect mirror, 
she will go to the beach. While all night 
worn men lean against the blazing stores, 
never more than  half asleep.
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“PERFECT LANDSCAPES, RICH BRANCHES OF 
BLOSSOM”
It is your world to make 
and you choose to fill 
rooms with necessary objects: 
a Chinese vase, a painting of a w om an 
arranging flowers by moonlight, 
a book  of poetry by Basho.
A rose leans, revealing its moist stamen 
within a halo of fragrance.
Why not a Spanish guitar 
leaning in a sunny corner?
Why not music: Villa Lobos 
or Ram pal and his sentimental flute?
Your women are French, Oriental, 
your men: artists, dancers, poets.
D o n ’t you see? Even love
is a luxury. And now you have
cactus blooming in the sun room,
an oriole chirping from the flowering plum.
Someone is quoting Garcia Lorca.
A man wearing white silk, 
a w om an in a dress of pale cotton: 
they sit at a wicker table, 
on wicker chairs, looking away, 
thinking in image, not word.
In this luxury of sun 
they hold crystal goblets 
filled with a glittering rose 
or thin blood. They kiss,
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tne  n a tu re  o f  the ir  desire  revealed  
by his res tra in t ,  her  su r re n d e r .
L ater ,  w hen  they  m a k e  love, 
she recalls N ijinsky ,  tu rn ing ,  
his eyes, his sh o u ld e rs ,  soften ing .
He th in k s  o f  Degas: his girlish ba l le r ina  
prac tic ing: im ag in ing  each  s m o o th  s t ro k e  
a lo n g  the  f lushed inner  thigh.
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TAKING W HAT IS MINE
F ro m  my m other
I take the long bandages
em pty of sleep. F ro m  my father
the shotgun and ca lendar
to sit with the different m oons
rising behind the barn. F ro m  my twin b ro the r
I take a knife and from  my little sister
a flashlight to look dow n the th roa t
of a cow, bawling
on the dark  highway.
W hen it is cold 
and I am  the only witness 
to  the m urder  of crows,
I take their black feathers, bury  them  
deeper under the snow.
At night I re turn  hom e 
w ithout knocking
and the whole family is hunched over, 
single file. They are sneaking outside 
in their w arm  slippers, 
not one of  them  waving good-bye.
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CADILLAC
We kept a rabbit nam ed for a car 
and a car named for an old w om an  
while the old w om an  dow n the road 
kept thirty horses under the cedar trees. 
We gave her squash, she gave us manure; 
the squash grew thick, honeybees 
staggering from  the blossom tongues 
pollen-covered and a little drunk.
The rabbit sprawled white and drowsy 
in the dusky light of the grass, 
and the year passed flower 
to flower. Trees grew close 
together, the blossoms closed by dark.
All things were fragile with us then.
On the shaggy t runk  we loved 
there was a w ound in the wood 
that bark  closed over and concealed.
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VACHEL LINDSAY CO NSIDERS KANSAS
In a sma ll  w in d o w
at  the  soft  lip o f  the  prair ie ,
Vachel  L indsay  in a to r n  u n de r sh i r t  
l ooks  ou t  on  the  long  b r o w n  grass  
o f  E m p o r i a  Kansas ,  
his beau t i ful  head bowed .
T h e  k n o t t e d  legs tha t  b o r e  h im 
f ro m  Illinois to  N ew  M e xic o  
in tha t  sco rc he r  o f  1912, 
ha ng  like two  eels 
f rom a f rayed  line.
T h a t  a f t e r n o o n  he read 
f rom the  g y m n a s i u m  f loor,  
rows o f  fu tu re  t eacher s  
bo b b in g  to every line, 
b o o m i n g  ou t  the chorus es  
o f  p o p u l i s m  a n d  pen tecost .
Th e  p o r t e n t o u s  w o rd s  
sway ing t h r o u g h  sta lks  
o f  thei r  yo u th fu l  crop .
Si t t ing  on  the  edge o f  the  bed,  
Vachel  L indsay  ho lds  o u t  his h a n d s  
to w a r d  the  f aint  light o f  a field 
harves t ing  so m e  five miles away .
He can  not  sleep
for  the ga t h e r in g  o f  locusts  out side ,  
but  wai t s  fo r  thei r  wings 
to be a r  h im aw a y  
th r o u g h  the d a r k  whis t l ing  air.
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SANTA ELENA CROSSING
Senor Luna, the language has failed me.
I canno t tell you how you carried me those mornings
to the front of your leaky row boat,
my seven-year-old’s hands clinging to your shirt.
W hen we appeared  in the shade of these cliffs,
y o u ’d call to my father, el P ientor,
then laugh your deep laugh as you set me in the boat
and pulled us across the m uddy  river
past the dark  line on your trousers.
The pictures he drew of your children 
as you m ade them  sit still on the ro tted  bench 
must still lie in your dark , square house 
from  the day your wife placed them 
between the folds of a blanket.
On our  way to see crazy Jesus
she warned us he was evil, stole goats at night,
hung the skulls in his house. All day
he rocked in the shade of an  ocotillo
and spat in the sand. She never talked to us again.
Sometimes we brough t oranges.
Now 1 bring news I canno t say 
to you, tha t my father, el P ientor , 
has not painted in years. In Santa  Elena 
crazy Jesus is dead, burned out of his house 
so long ago, black soot a round  his doo r  
is a lm ost w orn  away by wind.
In front of your  house, your wife 
sits in his chair skinning rabbits.
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And you, Gilberto Luna, pulling me in your  row boat ,  
you d o n ’t know tha t  1 have come back 
to  see the places my father  painted, 
to ride in your  leaky boat.
But once he painted you from  memory: 
bent over this boat in your  wide hat, 
bailing w ater with a rusted can, the wind 
lifting the tails of your  yellow shirt.
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YES,
the white estrellas at Las Casas were magnificent;
red m eadow  
and noon-time stars, and the wild, blood- 
streaked mums 
waiting in silence; the short-stem m ed sun 
was fat
with shade; a com m on  cardinal whirred up up up 
from  the
crimson cover a long the border of the red- 
haired corn.
Did you signal, beckon me as we picked the wild- 
flowers?
Was I slow? W hat could I give you? Listen, it is 
better
without touch, better to just  sit in each other’s 
hearts,
fragrant, vased fresh. Sun kisses estrella and 
moves on.
The planned furrow ’s dark  and wormful, dull with 
love of
rusting vegetables. F a r  love is much better; we can 
be like
two blood-red birds racing up up up to burst 
together
into tha t thin air cram m ed with figs and fat 
promises
chameleons search for endlessly, gorge them ­
selves on.
55

P R E S L E Y  P IL G R I M S  
R .C .A .’s mascot,  Nipper ,  in the co rner  o f  the Elvis room  at the A m erican  Sound  S tudio ,  where 
Elvis m ade  m any  recordings. In 1961 Elvis sang “ H o u n d  D o g ” to  N ipper  in the Hawaii  Chari ty  
Show. The Presley Pilgrims com e f rom  all over  the coun try  to  visit with Elvis, and  his memoria ls .  
N ippe r  is one of  the m any  stops on  their  tours.
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A C aliforn ia  fan holding the gun Elvis used in the m ovie 
Charro
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“ A s th e  o w n e r o f  a  T C B * th u n d e r  b o lt p e n d a n t, y ou  have  a 
k in sh ip  w ith  th o se  w h o  p ro u d ly  c la im  to  be a  fr ie n d  o f  E lvis 
P resley ,”
♦ T ak in g  C a re  o f  B usiness
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A regular a t the H ickory  Log, a res tau ran t across from  
G raceland  where Elvis fans gather
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A w o m a n  w e a rin g  a n  E lvis p e n d a n t a n d  belt b u c k le  a t  the 
g ate s  o f  G ra c e la n d
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Large m an and small d og  reading  the inscrip tion  on Elvis’ 
grave
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P S iP i i i i
» W  ¥*?4t
Fam ily group waiting for the gates of Graceland to  open
'S ro w i
“ How are the friends back  hom e going to  know  we were really 
here unless you take a picture o f me by the pool?”
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MOVING
We d id n ’t know anybody. I was waiting to  s tart a new teaching jo b  in 
Seabrook , Texas. Right outside of H ous ton ,  near  N A SA . Doris  had taken  a 
jo b  at G ru m m an , in personnel. She had  personnel experience. In  M ichigan , 
she had w orked at Chrysler.
We had been in Texas for five weeks. It was A ugust and  hot. Every weekend 
the freeway to the beaches in Galveston was packed.
I w asn’t doing anything. Browsing th ro u g h  tex tbooks , mainly ju s t  waiting. 
I was going to be teaching eighth and nin th  graders A m erican  Civilization. I 
had been to the school: it was clean and new, with large playing fields behind. I 
was very excited. S eab rook  was boom ing  and  there was lots o f  room  for 
advancem ent.
Then  one S a tu rday  I saw D oris  walking out of a record  store with a n o th e r  
man. He was a big, beefy guy with a m ustache  th a t  d ro o p ed  over the ends of 
his m ou th  and m ade him look sort of like a M exican  bandit ,  or a disc jockey. 
They were walking slowly and  he had his a rm  a ro u n d  her.
This had happened  before. Ju s t  once, right a fter we had m oved to 
Michigan, six years ago. F o r  a while things were real bad between us, bu t we 
got over it, with time. I th ink, in the long run, it even m ade us closer. I t’s funny 
how things like tha t  will d raw  you closer together.
I have to adm it,  Doris is an a ttractive w om an . N o t flashy, ju s t  nice. 
Athletic. She likes to  swim and  run and bowl, and  she was glad to  com e to 
Texas, because of the weather. H er bod y ’s tr im , and  she likes to  w ear clothes 
that show it. Pull-over shirts, slacks, things like that. She’s always watched  her 
weight.
I knew w hat was going on, but I d id n ’t say any th ing  a b o u t  it all week. T he 
last time, in M ichigan, I had handled the s itua tion  the w rong  way. T here  had 
been a lot of resentm ent and  h idden  anger. This time, I w an ted  to  do  it 
differently. I wanted to get it all out in the open.
I was hoping no b o d y ’s feelings would get hurt.
The next S a tu rday  I followed them. It w asn’t hard. Doris  left her car in a 
crowded shopping center pa rk ing  lot and  got in with him. He was driving a 
Rabbit,  with California  license plates.
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They drove straight to his place, a brand-new condom inium  on a street 
called Sunshine Terrace. There was no grass in front of them, just rectangles 
of red clay between the driveways, and metal signs that said “ For Sale,” and 
“Now Leasing.” In front of some of them were little trees braced with wires 
and wooden supports. Not all of the units were finished. In a few of them I 
could see carpenters and painters putting on the finishing details.
I parked at the end of the street and watched them walk up the drive to the 
front door. They didn’t look around or anything. They weren’t nervous at all. 
Funny how people can do something like that and not be nervous about it.
I waited in my car, with the air-conditioner running. I knew this was bad for 
the car, but it was hot as hell and I was nervous and sweating a lot. I d idn’t 
know what to do. I kept changing the radio stations and bouncing my heels on 
the floorboard. I never took my eyes off the front door. I don’t know what 1 
was thinking about. I guess I was wondering what they were doing in there, 
wondering if he had a water bed or something like that, and if they were doing 
all those things you read about in dirty magazines. I know how some people 
are really wierd about sex, how they like things that they can’t tell their 
husbands about. I was wondering if Doris was like that. It seemed to me that 
we had a decent enough sex life, it wasn’t anything great, but it was all right.
I sat in that car and got more and more nervous. After about fifteen 
minutes, I couldn’t take it anymore. I was going mad, sitting in that car, 
thinking about what my wife and that man were doing in that place. 1 got out 
of the car and walked up to the front door. I still d idn’t know what I was going 
to do.
Like I said, it was hot, and I was real nervous, and by the time I got there, I 
was really sweating. My shirt was stuck to my stomach, and against my back, 
and I was wet beneath each arm. There were pine trees across the street, but 
the ones that would have cast shade over the condominiums had been cut 
down. You could still see the stumps in the clay, flat circular discs that looked 
out of place and sick.
There was music coming from behind the door. I waited for a while before I 
rang the bell. It sounded like Frank Sinatra, somebody like that. For  a 
minute, I thought about just turning around and going home. But then, when 
she walked in, what would there be to say? I couldn’t think of any other way to
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do it. I’ve always been a person to get right to the point, to  no t pu t  things off. 
You know what I mean?
I like to think that I run my own life.
I decided to get it over with. I rang the bell. If it m ean t  the end of my 
marriage, then I figured 1 would just  have to  deal with th a t  when it happened .
It’s hard to th ink clearly ab o u t  the end of your  m arriage. These days, 
marriage is a calculated risk, th a t ’s ab o u t  the only way to  look  at it. You ju s t  
waste time worrying ab o u t  it. At least, th a t ’s the way I see it. A nd  after all, who 
ever heard of a perfect marriage? They all have their  ups and  dow ns, right? 
Everybody knows that.
No one came to the door. I could still hear the music. I th o u g h t  I saw a 
curta in  move, but I w asn’t too  sure. I was very anx ious  and  I could have been 
seeing a lot of things tha t weren’t happening. W h a t  I really w anted  was to  talk  
to somebody. Go to a bar, have some drinks, and  talk. See w ha t a friend 
would do in the same spot. But I d id n ’t know  anyone. I d id n ’t even know  any 
good bars.
A red Oldsmobile slowed dow n at the curb. There  was a m an  driving, and  
he leaned over and began poin ting  a t  the condom in ium s. A w o m an  with d a rk  
glasses sat beside him. She was nodd ing  her head. They  s topped  and  got out. 
On the side of the car was a plastic sign held to the car with magnets. It said, 
“T ow n and C oun try  R ealtors .”
The m an had a white nam e plate on his coat. They  went up the walk in fron t 
of the next unit.
“ How ya’ doing?” he asked. He had a key in his hand  with a big, yellow key 
ring.
“ Fine,” I said. “Ju s t  fine.”
W hat else was I supposed to say?
When they went in the next apa r tm en t ,  I rang the bell again. T he  music was 
still going. Then  som eone tu rned  it off and  I heard  voices.
I though t one o f  them  was D oris ’s, but actually  I w asn’t sure. F o r  a second I 
though t tha t  maybe there were m ore than  ju s t  the two of them  in there. T h a t  
was really bad. It’s strange, after seven years of marriage, hearing  a w o m a n ’s 
voice on the o ther side of a locked door ,  and th inking  it’s you r  wife’s, and  not 
being sure. I was hoping th a t  it w asn’t hers, tha t  it w asn’t her th a t  I had seen 
walking up the drive, tha t  this was all some kind of joke , me stand ing  on  the
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porch of some condom inium  in a strange town, with pine trees at my back and 
five yacht brokers not half a mile away, ringing a door  bell to talk to my wife 
about what? A bout something. Hell, I d idn’t even know what 1 was going to 
say. It w asn’t like I was going to punch the guy out or anything. I wasn’t going 
to drag her from the house. I figured if she wanted to stay with the guy, okay. I 
guess.
Some things you just can’t figure out. You can think about them forever, 
and it w on’t do any good.
The doo r  opened. The guy with the mustache was standing there with his 
hand on the knob. His shirt was opened partway and I could see all this chest 
hair. There was a bracelet on his wrist, made of silver and turquoise, a big 
heavy thing, like you see in Arizona and New Mexico.
I could feel the cold air pouring out the front door.
“W hy do n ’t we talk?” I asked. I shrugged, palms up, I suppose to show him 
that 1 wasn’t interested in violence.
At first he d idn’t say anything. He was a big guy: I could see where his thighs 
strained against his pants, and his stomach bulged over his belt.
“O kay,” he said, finally, after looking at me. He was nervous, too. I could 
tell by the way he kept blinking. But 1 was glad he wasn’t going to play any 
games, like what do you want and who are you, that sort of thing. I guess he 
knew he was caught.
He motioned me into the living room. Doris was sitting on a couch in the 
center of the room. She was eating potato  chips. There was a drink in her 
hand.
“I’ll get you a drink,” the man said. He went into the kitchen and left us 
alone.
Doris w ouldn’t look at me. She kept staring at the green curtains which 
were draw n across the front window. Every now and then she leaned forward 
and put a potato  chip in her mouth.
“D o n ’t be m ad,” she said. She was still looking at the curtains. She had 
picked up a video cassette tape from the coffee table and was turning it over 
and over in her hands. There was a picture of Paul Newman on it.
“ I’m sorry, Wayne.”
I could see her th roat vibrating. Her skin had turned pale and chalky, and 
her m outh  hung open slightly.
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I felt awful, like I shou ld n ’t have come, like I had m ade a terrible mistake. I 
w ondered if m aybe there was some other way.
Things change when som eth ing  like this happens.
I sat dow n in a canvas chair. I could hear him m aking  my drink  in the 
kitchen. The room  was cold and there w asn’t m uch furn iture  in it. There  were 
three boxes from  Bekins under a chandelier in the d in ing area, and  in the 
living area, where we were, there was ju s t  a couch and two chairs. T h a t  and  all 
sorts of electronic stuff. One wall was lined with m achines, all of them  on  the 
floor. There was a big Sony TV, a video tape  recorder, a stereo set, and  a hom e 
com pu te r  from  R adio  Shack. Cassette  tapes and  records were stacked in a 
corner. Wires ran all over the place.
The m an came back in with my drink. “ R u m  and  T a b ,” he said. “T h a t  okay? 
. . . it’s all I’ve got.”
“Sure .”
We were all nervous, d rink ing  fast. I reached over and  to o k  a handfu l of 
po ta to  chips.
“Well,” he said. He was stand ing  in fron t of the TV, with one hand  in his 
pocket, the o ther holding his drink. There  were two pens in his shirt pocket. 
He wore black loafers, with rubber  soles.
“Jus t  move in?” I asked. I felt like I had to say something.
“Transferred . F ro m  C aliforn ia .”
“N A S A ?”
“G ru m m a n .”
“Yeah. W hat kind of th ing  do you do?”
“ Research chemist . . . w ork  with lubrica tion  systems. Solid lubrican ts .”
Doris finished her drink.
“ How  ab o u t  ano ther?” he asked.
I finished off mine and held up my glass. “T h a n k s .”
He went back into the kitchen, and we heard  the refr igerator  d o o r  open, 
and ice cubes d ropp ing  into the glasses.
“Well, w hat ab o u t  it?” I asked.
“ I met him in the cafeteria. He has two children, W ayne. His wife w o u ld n ’t 
come with him. She w ou ldn ’t leave San  Jose .” D oris  looked tired, confused. 
She had a p o ta to  chip in her hand  and she was tapp ing  against the  table with 
it.
“ Doris, this has happened  before .”
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“ I know. I ju s t  . .
“ I need to know , Doris.  I guess I sh o u ld n ’t have com e in here like this, b u t  I 
need to know. We need som e kind of  unders tand ing .  T here  shou ld  be m ore  
. . . m ore  openness .”
She kept look ing  a t  the table, ta p p in g  on it. The  p o ta to  chip crum bled . 
“ 1 need to  kn o w ,” I said.
“ W hat?”
“ 1 m ean , w ha t  now? Is this going to  go on? W h a t?”
“ You m ean  where do  we s tand?” H er  eyes were red. It was the  rum. She 
usually  d o esn ’t d r ink  an y th ing  bu t wine.
It was cold in there. T he  a ir -cond i t ione r  m ust have been set on  sixty, an d  it 
was b lowing right on  me. He cam e back  and  h anded  us o u r  drinks.
“ I’m so rry ,” he said. “ Let me tell you, I’m sorry. I d o n ’t know  w hat 
happened .  I got here and  . . . you see, I’ve got a family. In Californ ia ,  S an  
Jose . I never expected  this. I d id n ’t plan  it. I d id n ’t p lan  it a t  all.”
“ I’m sorry  to o ,” I said. “ A b o u t  all of  this. I ju s t  had  to  know . C o m e to som e 
sort of  unders tand ing .  I ca n ’t pu t things off.”
“ My wife w o u ld n ’t com e here. She lived in H o u s to n  once, w hen  she was 
m arried  before. She said it was awful. T he  heat. But it was m ore  th a n  that.  I 
know .”
“ It w asn ’t any th ing , was it Ray?” Doris asked. “ I m ean , it w asn ’t serious, 
was it?”
“ No. I guess . . .  it w asn ’t serious .”
“ It was like we were scared or  som eth ing ,  W ayne. H ones t .”
“ But th a t ’s w ha t  I’m for, Doris. T h a t ’s w hat I’m for. I’m  your  h u sb a n d .” 
“ I’m so rry .”
Ray walked to the cu r ta in s  and  looked  out.  T h e n  he w alked  back  to  where 
he had been s tanding , aga inst  the wall with all the  equ ipm ent .  “ I d o n ’t w an t 
this to end you r  m arriage.  T h a t  w ould  be te rr ib le .”
He had one hand  on the T V  set. N o b o d y  spoke fo r  awhile. I looked  at him  
and  I could  see th a t  if he shaved off his m ustache  he w ould  look  like a pudgy  
kid.
“ N o ,” I said. “ It w ould  be.”
I finished my drink .  D oris  held her glass aga inst  her fo rehead  with b o th  
hands.
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“W hy d o n ’t we go home?” I suggested.
Ray coughed. “W hy d o n ’t you stay? I could get some m ore rum. T h ere ’s a 
liquor store in the shopping center. We could talk, watch H B O .”
D oris  knocked  a video cassette tape  off the coffee table with her knee. I 
picked it up and  put it back. It was the one with Pau l N ew m an  on  it.
“No. Thanks, but we’d better go .” I helped D oris  up and  we started  for the 
door.
“Are you sure?”
We went out into the bright a fte rnoon  sun. “T h an k s  for the dr inks .”
“A nytim e.”
I drove north , tow ard  La Porte. I d idn ’t feel like going home. O u r  
apa r tm en t  was a small place, and  the w indow  looked over a K -M art  park ing  
lot. The air-conditioner d id n ’t w ork  right and it was always either too  hot or 
too cold. I wanted ano th e r  drink, or som eth ing  to  eat. All o f  a sudden  I was 
hungry. Doris d id n ’t talk. She jus t  stared out the w indow  at the refineries and 
chemical plants. Every now and then, we could see tankers  out in G alveston 
Bay.
The sun was low and behind some clouds. T he sky was a beautiful, hazy 
pink. “ Pretty  sky,” I said.
“They say it’s like this a lot,” D oris  said. “ It’s all the ju n k  in the a ir .”
“ I’m hungry ,” I said. “ H ow  ab o u t  Burger King?”
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STORIES
F rom  the cold w oodshop where we had run 
for safety, I watched the hillside 
glow orange from flames. The babies 
played with shavings on the floor.
My m outh  said d o n ’t eat that, while 
in the distance our house burned.
In this country  where wheat hisses in the fields 
everything holds its breath and waits.
William M cCoulough, slammed off his trac tor  
by a treelimb, fell into the bush hog blades.
The women swooped down over W illiam’s family 
like kind white doves. Now they open 
their good wings for us.
They clean us and feed us, bed us
down in a w arm  place away from the rubble
and the smell. I lay my head on som eone’s old
pillow. Rose sachet. Fragrance
of cedar. I close my eyes
to the flames and see a silver
thimble, my best cup. I keep thinking
of foolish things. The lemon geranium,
all that sheet music.
Put this story along with William M cCoulough, along 
with the ca lf  s neck wrenched by a cyclone through 
the crook of a tree. Pu t this along with the whispered 
list of things found at harvest: hair and bones 
and scraps of a red shirt rotting.
Be sure to say how fast the flames lurched
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across the roof.
In the next bedroom , a w om an  reads 
to my daughters. It is not me, 
though  it scarcely matters. I have my own 
story. To  the simple darkness here, I say:
See the hedgerows and the furrows 
and the deep squares o f  green.
A t the center o f  each is a tidy barnlot 
and a white house. A nd  in each white house 
is a bed. That’s where we are.
Blackbirds watch while we sleep. When they fly , 
no one is there to see the brief 
red o f  their wings.
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VON PORTHEIM
The iris that were arranged in the baby’s breath
are in the compost. The inconspicuous talents
we have: arranging bouquets, recognizing rock & roll tunes,
remembering birthdays.
If we were flowers perhaps the sticky yellow dots clinging 
to our stamens, maybe
the rigid air we rest our stems against as we lean into 
living rooms, would be marvels.
We are concerned with our desires. One after another  intense 
blue flame burns us up. We d o n ’t admire the modest 
gifts as we do the fire red poppies absolutely red 
in a field in Greece. We are like Henry James as he wrote 
from Europe — how much more the States mean now.
The same I suppose with our own blood. Seeing 
my Viennese father at 67 sitting under the wisteria, 
here, in California I am ready to listen to our long list 
of minor royalty, as the ebony bees fly up.
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Early Returns 
David Long 
Jawbone Press (1981) 
Seattle, W ashington
David Long’s first book of poems, Early Returns , contains some of the 
most beautiful lyrics I’ve read in a long time. I hesitate to write beautiful 
because Frost once said that a writer can only use that word twice. I’ve just 
filled the quota. M ost of the poems here are autobiographical, but their 
sentiment is never pushed too far. They are held together by Long’s 
commitment to the landscape, by his ear and by his use of craft. M arvin Bell in 
a recent issue of Poetry praises those contem porary poems which are “reeking 
of the hum an and the physical.” Long’s work deserves that same praise. 
Indeed, the first poem of the book, “N ortheast,” sets this tone.
I was ten & lonesom e
at the end o f summer when storm s
cam e out o f there
failed hurricanes doubling back
in the North Atlantic
driving across N ew foundland.
Suddenly my father was home.
We went in our mac coats 
into the rain, strung guy wires 
softened with rubber hose 
on the young maples. I could  
stand leaning into the wind 
nothing holding me up.
That day our fields turned blue 
we wedged the 2 x 4s hard 
against the bedroom  window s 
while a seam under the eaves 
caught the fury of air
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again & again, moaning 
like our tow n’s civil defense.
Then a big hardwood
we had no idea was hollow
worked loose & splayed across the road
roots twitching like field rpice
in the northeast wind. Later '
the storm ’s mauled eye
paused over us
& before the volunteers
with chainsaws came
before the sky moved again
we stood together on the soaking earth
new quiet rising
in the country between us.
His careful, exact eye, like the eye of the best snooker player I know, seldom 
misses. “R oots tw itching like field mice” is a trem endous focusing detail tha t 
mimes the sto rm ’s fury. The poem  ends with a solitude sim ilar to  th a t with 
which it began: “new quiet rising/ in the country  between us.” But we know 
the experience has changed the young boy, and the space separating the father 
and son is where the poet will establish his own voice.
“To D anny,” the strongest poem  in the first section, addresses a friend at 
one time im portan t in the poet’s life. I say at one time because the poem  ends, 
“Today I breathe you, I dream  you ,/ you fill me like my own leaving/ I’m not 
afraid to let you go.” F or Long to  sound this confident, he has had to learn 
who he is, and this self-definition is painful. I quote from  the m iddle stanzas:
Why would I tell you: go  easy?
Why is any change dry heaves?
That winter you & I hiked 
through snow up to our cold crotches
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& you show ed me the c ra ter 
on the shadow  side of M t. W atatic  
you’d dug fo r a tipi
for spread ing  ou t the bundle o f your life.
I saw the nicked arm s
of the blue ju n ip er unfo ld ing  in dusk.
I w anted  to  shou t & kiss y ou r beard  
bu t I did a w orse thing.
I gave you advice. I could die.
N ot a poem easily w ritten, it dem onstrates the necessity of change, solitude, 
and the certain am ount of “leaving” the poet m ust go th rough  to  write: them es 
tha t run throughou t the book. Long constantly  moves between a wilderness of 
self and the im portan t lives he m ust share. “W hat a m an sees alone should be 
returned / to  the ring of light where the families sing/ & sm oke rises to the stars 
in a single glowing/ b ra id .”
Long is a political poet in the sense th a t Levine notes in his interview with 
Studs Turkel: “ . . . a political poet is one who doesn ’t necessarily tell people 
how to vote or how to th ink and w hat specific a ttitudes they should have, but 
. . . who deals with the political facts o f our lives, . . . ” Long writes in the 
poem whose title quotes Jose H ierro, “To W ork Because W hat R em ains O f 
You T om orrow  M ay Be Fire Instead O f W ood .”
I com e hom e d istru sting  the placid 
sheen on our streets. Even the defenseless
d ru n k  duck-stepp ing  from  the V FW  has no th ing  
to  fear.
Though the poet goes on to recall how he w atched w ith friends the d raft
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lottery on television and how he accepted the easy rhetoric of the sixties, he 
ends by looking hard at his solitary response to the political clim ate, a 
response m olded from  honesty and experience.
From my open doorway I smell the com ing storm. 
I know it never ended. M y house tomorrow
must be as clean & ready as cordwood
and I must honor the fiery vocabulary of example.
I adm ire in a first book a poet’s recognition of literary form s. Included in 
this collection are a sonnet with four stanzas of terza rim a and a couplet, and 
poem s w ritten in octaves, quatrains, unrhym ed tercets and couplets. The 
sestina titled “You D o n ’t Know W ho To T hank” is altered in the sixth stanza 
by adding a seventh line, and the envoy also has one ex tra  line. I th ink he earns 
the right to change this form , in the way th a t each new generation of poets 
m ust find in the old form s, its new forms.
David Long’s book is no small achievem ent. T hroughout, the poems 
appear to have been w ritten effortlessly, a testam ent to the poet’s craft. And 
though a full th ird  of the poem s are w ritten in m ore or less conventional form s 
their craft rarely upstages the poet’s w ork of exploring his soul — his m ost 
im portan t task. His letter poem  to Ed H arkness concludes, “The ears are 
blessed/ & twist in & in forever. D on’t you forget it./ Love, D avid.”
Jack Heflin
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Notes From The Water Journals 
Rich Ives
Confluence Press (1980) 
Lewiston, Idaho
M any con tem porary  poets write ab o u t  animals as a way of talking abou t 
the loss of wilderness in their lives, or as a way of avoiding self-consciousness. 
Rich Ives is com fortable  in writing ab o u t  this o ther  landscape, and when he 
comes back into his personal reality he knows he will have been som ething 
else. Larry Levis in his essay “Notes On The Gazer W ith in” th inks th a t  “the 
muteness or silence of the animal equals tha t  of the poet. P erhaps  there is 
some secret similarity between the species.” W hether  Ives is writing abou t 
animals, distant ancestors, or the woodcarver, he wants to  lessen the distance 
that separates him from the landscape of wilderness.
With the opening image in the first poem “Inheritance,” the division which 
exists between m an and nature  begins to  break down: “Early each m orn ing /  
the last loyal farm  an im al/  comes in th rough  the kitchen w indow .” Like 
W hitm an, like Snyder, Ives is able to sympathize with all living things, and, 
th roughou t the book, he tries to articulate tha t sym pathy  which resides at the 
border of consciousness. His journey  is bo th  ou tw ard  into nature  and  inward 
into the mythical realms of the interior self. “ I tu rn , but I am  no t where I 
should be . . . Only the barn  is where it belongs,/ whistling in the dry w ind,/ 
and the farmhouse, waiting.”
One of the best poems in the book  illustrates how m yth is restored when 
consciousness and wilderness come together. I quote  the last five stanzas from  
“Songs Of The New Body.”
There is a song of fire
that frees the breath of plants,
a death song o f animals
that brings their bodies back again
remembering sunlight and substance
and how they came to be held
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in their ow n stom achs.
T here is a song of air
sitting quietly  on the bed o f the tongue,
listening to  the w ind, w aiting
and p lann ing  the one good th ing
it will say in the lives of the blood.
T here is a song of earth  
th a t fills the d istances w ith Here, Here 
and  R em em ber this, a steady chan t, a hum  
in the delicate w ires o f w heat.
The rocks I  open w ith  slow  fin g ers  
becom e dark loam  calling to roots.
I  begin by pa lm in g  the seeds.
I  have a handshake that grow s
its ow n neighbors. I  have a fo o t
that steadies the o ther side o f  fo o tp r in ts .
T here is a  song o f change 
th a t has lost its m em ory.
Everything will be living differently. 
Everything will be living.
One of the m ajor themes in the book is tha t the real loss of the 20th century 
is a loss of feeling. F or the poet to write, he m ust restore his senses. Ives moves 
intuitively back to the prim itive, back to wilderness. The following piece is 
taken from  “Spain, 1961.”
I have seen things floating  
to  which I was once a ttached . 
I have hoisted the flag 
of the legions o f lost sheep.
I have kept no th ing  buy my body’s reason,
simple as breath,
and it answers no o ther questions.
As if fatigued with rational discord, Ives greets the suprem e freedom  of the 
body’s senses.
Always the striking image derives its power not from  rational thought but 
from  the distance between the two objects or ideas described. Ives does this 
wonderfully throughout the book as in “an old m an with a lan tern / digs up the 
darkness/ and drops its sleeping eyes/ in an old leather pouch,” or “A window 
opens at the end of my hands.” The effect of these images is often hermetic, 
they do not allow themselves to  be discussed rationally. They exist. Their use 
supports the lost connection between m an and nature.
Stylistically, Ives combines this surreal imagery with a prosaic language, 
playing the unusualness or excitement of the form er off the ordinary quality 
of the latter. W hen this technique works the reader shares the mystery of the 
forgotten lives or selves that the poet recreates. At times the poet’s ear falters, 
lessening the im pact of the poetry. The heavy-handed sound patterns in “A 
small turbulence of terns/ hovers,” detract from  the powerful image that 
follows, “skimming the changing surface for the sm all/ survivals it carries like 
breathing coins.”
Notes From The Water Journals is an intelligent, m ysterious book. 
Throughout, I’m impressed by the ease with which Ives enters other realities: 
“Still there are times I come upon them  alone/ and the circling hunger moves 
in a single anim al./ S tanding deep in my hum an tracks I take aim and fire,/ 
falling in the snow as the bullet en te rs . . . and a part of me moves out from  the 
change,/ turning four-footed to the hills in search of family.”
Jack Heflin
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The Taxidermist’s Daughter 
Nancy Schoenberger 
Calliopea Press 
Missoula, M ontana  
$5.00, paper
Maxine Kumin has stated that some people people “act as morticians of all 
life and hold private burying rituals in their hearts.” They “practice well all 
their lives to die well.” In this book of poems that won the M ontana  Arts 
Council First Book Award in 1979, Nancy Schoenberger manipulates her 
fantasies to work out a kind of salvation and the book documents that 
journey. Each poem is a private burying ritual. The final poem, “ In the E arth’s 
New D ark ,” is about death as a form of change. Change does not come unless 
a part of us dies. I feel that essentially this book is about the transitions made 
in order for change to be possible.
The book begins with a poem, entitled “ Move On,” about the death of the 
poet’s brother. Schoenberger’s quiet, controlled voice presents a photograph 
or a movie still. “ He tries/ but cannot step o u t / of the car,/ of the April/ night, 
as all else/ ages and moves on.” The rest of the movie continues, but this frame 
has stopped and we with it. Which is what the poem is about: to die is not to 
move on, if we are to live we must move on.
The first section of the book, “ Beasts and Children,” shows us scenes from 
childhood. The poem, “Near Philly,” deals with loss of innocence and faith. It 
tells of the dark  underside of life where innocence is shadowed by its twin 
sister depravity. The poem contrasts a pastoral town and a town where smoke 
“rolled /from  the black stacks and towers, glowed orange/as  the sun came 
on.” The poet ends declaring “it was our home.” Both these towns are one 
town, living inside us; we are made up of contradictions.
“Taxiderm ist’s D augh ter” is perhaps the best poem of the book.
Always long afternoons shadows began
leaking from tame leaves
near the plot o f sunflowers, the valuable
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statuary, chickens restless 
as the best game cocks paired off 
and started their dance, 
father his work
restoring the draggled animals 
that had gathered all morning 
in the pine loft above the house 
from the wild Atchafalaya—
Arkansas turkeys, 
their Indian headdresses 
limp and smeared and asking 
for new life. The squirrel 
that one day would fly again
in the showcase, and again 
in my dreams, in dream-walks 
through the glass house, fly 
next to the lynx 
and the rare white fox.
And the tame dogs eyeing their masters, 
and the fighting wild rooster, 
my sunflower drifting over the gravel 
marking the day’s path. I wanted to help:
carry blood in a bucket,
order the glass eyes
from the warehouse of missing parts.
I wanted to help in your dark 
private work in the loft.
Nights the gray squirrel rattles the roof,
robs the glass where his stuffed mate swoons
in the final leap. I can still see you
bent over your work, shucking and stitching,
fur stuck to your apron. Choose me,
father. All these years I wanted to say
choose me, as you bent down
to put the last touch to the beautiful wood duck.
When I read a poem I look for something beyond words and setting,
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beyond music and rhythm. I look for something elusive that arouses a 
sympathetic response. “The Taxiderm ist’s D aughter” has it. The love of the 
speaker for her father is particularly moving.
While the first section of the book is about the poet’s childhood or origin, 
the next section, entitled, “W idow,” is about an awareness of a need for 
change.
So I have 
given you up. It is Septem ber. Soon  
the world goes underground, 
deep in her hood.
(“Failure”)
To change, a person must pass from  awareness to understanding to 
acceptance of the situation. In the next section, “Mussellshell W om an,” this 
process becomes more apparent. “After Camille,” the first poem, is about 
what remains after a deluge: memories and remnants. There is an awareness of 
loss.
They say catfish  
com b those room s where we once slept. Launched,
I com e to waterways to drink the dark. T hose  
trees just bend, the rain says I win.
W hat remains the river didn’t want.
The rain says “I win.” All that is known is swept away. In the next poem, 
“Cedar,” there is more rain, but of a different kind.
N ow
that rain is my neighbor I want 
to unfold dow n the slow  
com fortable path. The bud 
at the base o f my brain 
begins to open.
It perhaps is not so much that the rain has changed, but that the speaker’s 
attitude toward it has changed. She has accepted it.
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Already
we have left each other. The rain 
has let up. A few drops disturb the pools 
which have begun to darken 
as evening sets in and smoke 
drifts through the wood.
W ith the acceptance of loss, the rain disappears and life returns to its calm. 
From  here the book shifts in focus. It is not so m uch w hat the poet has lost, but 
what she m ust do now to survive.
“At Boar’s Head” begins “There’s a door that opens both ways.” W ith this 
poem, though aware of the past, the poet moves through it tow ards a new life. 
“A door closes/on her m other’s voice.” Past models no longer work.
In “Near Painted R ock,” the poet’s need to tu rn  to other sources becomes 
more urgent.
You’re emptyhanded now.
No lake, no dream, no home.
The sky shuts down.
If we could find out what the 
earth wants.
She asks and then demands: “Give me a dream  I can use.” She is ready to 
adm it errors she has made and the risks involved in change: “We am it/ the 
theft, adm it the land’s mysterious. It m ay/ kill us.” The speaker is ready for 
change.
Change does come in the title poem  of this section, “M usselshell W om an.” 
It tells of the invincible spirit we carry inside. “One wind gives back when we’re 
broke, when spirit/grow s legs and starts walking.” How we can give up or lose 
all we have and still go on and change and live. “T hat w om an,/ one with m oon 
and wind, beyond all hum an ways/ won back her life.”
W ith the last poem, “In the E arth’s New D ark ,” the poet accepts her state of 
being, no m atter w hat state that might be.
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I mark these changes: how the seed 
in her furred hom e nudges 
soil, her green  
unscarred and gleam ing; 
how pale wheat gives up and utters 
take us, as though I’d com e 
to lie in earth’s new dark 
rejoicing, with any lover.
Through awareness and finally acceptance of her loss, she has come to terms 
with her surroundings. The book begins and ends with death. But in death, the 
poet has discovered rebirth and the transition is complete.
Elizabeth Weber
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Em plumada, Lorna Dee Cervantes, poems, University of Pittsburgh Press, $4.50. 
Eurekas, Albert G oldbarth , poems, Raccoon Books, Inc., $3.95.
Gone Fishing, M ark Sanders, poems, N ebraska Review C hapbook , $1.00.
I  S tam m er It to Angels, David Lee C astlem an, poems, $4.00.
Lock & Key, Kenneth Denberg, ed., A Review of Poem s from  South  C arolina Prisons, 
South  C arolina Arts Com mission.
M y Hat Elies on Again, Jam es Crenner, poems, L’Epervier Press, $4.25.
Northern Spy, Chase Twichell, poems, University of P ittsburgh Press, $4.50.
N otes From the Unconscious, Steven Ford  Brown, poems, N ebraska Review 
C hapbook, $1.50.
Sleeping on Fists, A lberto Rios, poems, D ooryard  Press, $5.00.
Snoqualm ie Falls Apocalypse, Nelson Bentley, poems, Confluence Press, $3.50. 
Though Silence: The Ling Wei Texts, C hristopher Howell, poems, L ’Epervier Press, 
$4.25.
To the E nd  o f  Time, W illiam Pillin, poems, Papa Bach Editions, $7.95.
Trying to Surprise God, Peter Meinke, poems, University of P ittsburgh  Press, $4.50. 
Where I Lived, and What I  L ived  For, Joe  David Bellamy, poems, N ebraska Review 
C hapbook, $1.00.
Who Gathered and W hispered B ehind Me, A lbert G oldbarth , poems, L’Epervier 
Press, $4.25.
M AGAZINES RECEIVED
The Beloit Poetry Journal (S p rin g /S u m m er/F a ll 81) M arion Kingston Stocking, ed., 
Box 2, Beloit, WI 53551, $1.50/copy.
Carolina Quarterly (Sum m er 81) University of N orth  C arolina at C hapel Hill, 
Greenlaw Hall, 066A, Chapel Hill, NC 27514, $4/copy.
The Chariton Review  (Spring 81) Jim  Barnes, ed., N ortheast M issouri S tate 
University, Kirksville, MO 63501, $2/copy.
C olorado-N orth Review  (Spring 81) C atherine Hite, D ebra M enken, eds., University 
Center, University of N orthern  C olorado, Greely, CO 80631, $2/copy.
Fiction  (Vol. 6, No. 3) M ark Joy M irsky, ed., Dept, of English, City College of New 
York, NY 10031, $5/copy.
The Greenfield Review  (Vol. 9, nos. 1 & 2) Joseph Bruchac 111, ed., R. D. 1, Box 80, 
Greenfield Center, NY 12833, $3/copy.
Hawaii Review  (Spring 81) Anita Povich, ed.. University of Hawaii, Dept, of English, 
1733 Donaghho Rd., Honolulu, HI 96822, $3/copy.
The Iowa  /tev/eu’(Spring/Sum mer 81) Marvin Bell guest poetry ed., David Hamilton, 
Fredrick Woodard, eds.. University of Iowa, 308 E. P. B.. Iowa City, IA 52242.
Kayak  (Nos. 56 & 57) George Hitchcock, ed., 325 Ocean View Ave., Santa Cruz, CA 
95062, $ l/copy .
K udzu  (Winter 80) Stephen Bardner, Andy Williams, eds., 166 Cokesdale Rd., 
Columbia, SC 29210, $2/copy.
Mr. Cognito  (Spring 81) R. A. Davies, J. M. Gogol, eds., Box 627, Pacific University, 
Forest Grove, OR 97116, $ l /copy .
Nebraska Review  (1981) Paul Shuttleworth, ed., Southeast Community College, 
Fairbury Campus, Fairbury, NE 68352, $2/copy.
New Pages (Summer 81) Grant Burns, ed., 4426 S. Belsay Rd., Grand Blanc, MI 
48439, $2/copy.
North American Review  (June 81) Robley Wilson Jr., ed., University of Northern 
Iowa, Cedar Falls, IA 50614, $2/copy.
N im rod  (Spring/Sum mer 81) Francine Rinegold, ed., Arts and Humanities Council, 
2210 S. Main, Tulsa, OK 74114, $3/copy.
Oregon East (1980-81) Michelle DeViney, ed.. Eastern Oregon State College, La 
Grande, OR 97850.
Pebble (Special issue no. 21) Greg Kuzma, ed.. Best Cellar Press, Lincoln NE 68501, 
$3/copy.
P equod{No. 12) Mark Rudman, ed., 536 Hill St., San Francisco, CA 94114, $3 /copy.
Poetry N ow  (Nos. 30, 31) E. V. Griffith, ed., 3118 K St., Eureka, CA 95501, 
$1.50/copy.
Quarterly West (No. 12) Michael Boberstein, ed., 312 Olpin Union, University of 
Utah, Salt Lake, Utah 84112, $2.50/copy.
The Reaper (Nos. 1, 2) Robert McDowell, Jark  Jarm an,eds .,  316S. E. Third St., Apt. 
A, Evansville, Ind. 47113, SI.50/copy.
Salt Lick  (Vol. 3, nos. 1, 2) James Haining, ed., Box 1064, Quincy, IL 62301.
Santa Fe Poetry {Fall 81) P. S. Alberhasky, ed., 115 Delgado St., Santa Fe, NM 87501, 
$ l/copy .
The Slackwater Review  (Vol. 4, no. 2) Ron McFarland, ed., Dept, of English, 
University of Idaho, Moscow, ID 83843, $3.50/copy.
The Sm all Press Review  (Vol. 13, Nos. 5-10) Len Fulton, ed.. Dust Books, Box 100, 
Paradise, CA 95969, 50c/copy.
S o u ’wester (Fall/W inter  80, Spring/Sum m er 81) Diesel-Hamm, Hayes, Hillner, eds., 
Dept, of English, Southern Illinois University, Edwardsville, IL 62026, 
$1.50/copy.
S tand  (V ol. 22, nos. 3, 4) John  Silkin, ed., 19 Haldane Terrace, New Castle upon Tyne, 
NE2 3AN, England, $2.50/copy.
S to n v  H ills (No. 10) W eeks Hills, New S h a ro n ,  M a ine ,  04955, $1 .5 0 /copy .
Tar R iver P oetry  (Sp r in g  81) Pe te r  M a k u c k ,  ed.,  A us tin  Bldg.,  E as t  C a ro l in a  
Universi ty, Greenville,  N C  27834, $2 /co p y .
Three R ivers P oetry Jo u rn a l  (Nos. 17/18) G era ld  C o s ta n z a ,  ed.,  B ox 21, C arneg ie -  
Mellon  Universi ty, P i t tsbu rgh ,  P A  15123, $1.50 /co p y .
W estern H u m a n ities  R eview  (Sp r ing  81, S u m m e r  81) Ja c k  G a rh n g to n ,  ed., D ept ,  of  
English,  University  o f  U tah ,  Salt  Lake City, U tah ,  84112, $ 2 .50 /copy .
W h etsto n e  (Sp r ing  81) Michael  Bowden, ed., R. R. 1, Box 221, St. D avid ,  A Z  85630, 
$2 .50 /copy .
W illow  S p rin g s  (Sp r ing  81) Bill O ’Daley, ed. , Box 1063, E as te rn  W a s h in g to n  
University, C heney ,  W A  99004, $ 3 /co p y .
X a n a d u  (No. 7, 1981) C o c o  G o rd o n ,  ed.,  Box 773, H u n t in g to n ,  N Y  11743, 
$2 .50 /copy .
Y akim a  (No. 5) J im  Bodeen, ed.,  621 S. 30th Ave.,  Y ak im a,  W A  98902.
Back Issues
No. 1 R aym ond C arver, G ary  G ildner, Ed H arkness, R o b erta  Hill, S tanley  Plum ly, 
W illiam  S taffo rd , T erry  S tokes, G ary  T hom p so n  and o thers. P h o to g ra p h s by 
Lee Nye. $1.50.
N o. 2 Jo h n  H aines, Q u in ton  D uval, S usan  R ea, Rex Burwell, A lbert D rake, and 
o thers. L arry  Hales portfo lio . $1.50.
No. 3 Jan e  Bailey, Lee Blessing, M a rth a  Evans, W illiam  Virgil D avis, A ndrew  
G ro ssb ard t, C aro lA nn  Russell, P au la  P etrik , D avid S teingass, P au l Z im m er, 
and  o thers. P h o to g rap h s by L arry  Hales. $1.50.
N o. 4 M o n tan a  A rtists Issue: M ichelle Birch, M adeline D eFrees, Jo h n  H aines, 
R ichard  H ugo, P at T od d , and  others. P h o to g rap h s by N ick B aker. $1.50.
N o. 5 D ouglas Blazek, Tess G allagher, Jim  H eynen, G reg K uzm a, W illiam  
M atthew s, Philip P ierson, and o thers. T ran sla tio n s of Supervielle, 
Enzensberger, and  Baudelaire. P h o to g ra p h s by M ichael C ru m m ett and 
R andy  R asm ussen. $1.50.
N o. 6 A lbert G o ld b arth , Jam es J. M cA uley, W. M. R anson , G loria  Saw ai, M ary  
Sw ander, S ara V ogan, and  o thers. Special section on  Jo h n  H aines, w ith an 
interview  and  p o rtfo lio  o f new w ork. $2.00.
N o. 7 Jim  Barnes, M adeline D eFrees, N o rm an  D ubie, Jo h n  H aines, Ja y  M eek, 
C arolyne W right, and others. T ran sla tio n s o f A kesson, B audelaire and 
C ernuda. C alligraphy by Jacqueline  Svaren . $2.00.
No. 8 Jan e  Bailey, R alph  Burns, S tu a rt F riebert, C aro l F ro st, A lbert G o ld b arth , 
A lvin G reenberg , D avid R ay, Kim R obert S taffo rd , M ichael S trelow , Irene 
W anner, and  others. F eatu re  article on  M o n tan a  Poets-in -the-Schools. 
$ 2 .00 .
N o. 9 R obert H edin, Peter W ild, M ered ith  S te inbach , R obert Sim s Reid, M adeline 
D eFrees, Sam  H am m ill, C hristine Z aw adiw sky, M ark  Vinz, and  o thers. 
$ 2 .00 .
N o. 10 Peter B alakian, M arilyn  F o lkestad , C h ris to p h er Buckley, S tu a rt F riebert, 
M ary  Sw ander. Jim  T odd  portfo lio . $2.00.
No. 11 E lton  G laser, Edw ard H arkeness, R obert H edin, C a ro lA n n  Russell, C laude 
S tanush . $2.00.
No. 12 M arilyn F o lkestad , A lbert G o ld b arth , W illiam  K loefkorn , Sam  H am ill, 
S teven C ram er, D avid Keller. $2.00.
No. 13 S tephen  D unn , G ary  T h om pson , S tu a rt F riebert, N aom i L azard , Susan 
Davis. $2.50.
N o. 14 Special T ran sla tio n  Issue: M ilan R ufus, O ctavio  Paz, R an ier M arie Rilke, 
Basho. $2.50.
N o. 15 W illiam  P itt R oot, Bonnie ZoBell, A lbert G o ld b arth , S co tt H ibbard , L auri 
C osca, Lex R uncim an. $2.50.
No. 16 D avid Q uam m en, Jam es C rum ley, A lberto  R ios, R ipley Schem m . 
P h o tog raphs by W ynn Bullock, Ansel A dam s, A aron  S iskind. $3.00.
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The Montana Po
Featuring
Jane Bailey 
Lee Bassett 
Ralph Burns 
Rex Burwell 
Warren Carrier 
Sylvia Clark 
Madeline DeFrees 
Rick DeMarinis 
Gala FitzGerald 
Tess Gallagher 
Andrew Grossbardt 
John  Haines 
Edward Harkness
Richard Hugo 
Ed Lahey 
David Long 
David McElroy 
Michael Poage 
Tom Rea 
William Pitt Root 
M ark Rubin 
Ripley Schemm 
Gary Thom pson 
Pat Todd 
Ann Weisman 
James Welch 
Robert Wrigley
and others.
Edited by Lex R uncim an and Rick Robbins 
With an In troductory  Note by Jam es Wright
The M ontana  Poets A n th o lo g y  is a special C utB ank  publication 
supported  in part by a grant from the N ational E ndow m ent for the 
Arts. 6.00 each (5.50 to C u tB ank  subscribers). N ow available. M ake all 
checks payable to C utB ank, c / o  English Dept.,  Univ. of M on tan a ,  
Missoula, M o n tana  59812.



POETRY
KIM R. STAFFORD 
LINDA BIERDS 
PATRICIA GOEDICKE 
TED KOOSER 
ALBERT GOLDBARTH
FICTION
DAVID LONG 
JOHN WORKS
PHOTOGRAPHY
ZULEYKA VARGAS BENITEZ
